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THE MEMPHIS RIOTS. 


THERE was in Memphis, on the 
first two days of May, an excitement 
unequaled since the close of the 
war. The origin of the disturbance 
between the whites and negroes of 
that city was highly discreditable to 
the colored soldiers, and the riotous 
proceedings which followed were a 
disgrace to civilization. For the riot 
the lower class of white citizens were 
as responsible as were the soldiers 
of the Third United States Colored 
Infantry for the original difficulty. 
This regiment, whose reputation has 
been a bad one, had been mustered 
out, since which they had frequent- 
ed whisky-shops in the southern 
part of the city, and had been guilty 
of excesses and disorderly conduct. 
On the evening of May 1 some drunk- 
en members of the regiment were on 
South Street, talking noisily, when 
in an insolent manner they were or- 
dered by two policemen to cease 
their noise and disperse. Words en- 
sued, followed by blows, throwing 
of missiles, and firing of revolvers. 

To understand what followed it 
must be remembered that the police 
force of Memphis is composed mostly 
of Irishmen, whose violent prejudice 
against negroes was so shamefully 
displayed in the New York riots of 
1863. The 7imes correspondent thus 
described the riot : 

Word was sent to »olice head-quarters, 


way thither armed and exeited citi- 
zens. Meanwhile the firing had brought 
other to the spot, some armed 
with clubs and some with revolvers, so 
that by the time the police force came up 
the two parties were about equal in 
number. The negroes held the original 
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SCENES IN MEMPHIS, TENNESSEE, DURING THE RIOT—SHOOTING DOWN NEGROES ON THE MORNING OF May 2, 186¢.—[ Sxercuen By A. R, W.} 













































position, and, upon the approach of the 
police, showing no determination to aban- 
don it, were fired upon by the police and ° 
citizens who accompanied them. ‘This 
fire was returned, and for a while both 
parties busied themselves in discharging 
their revolvers as rapidly as possible. 
Meanwhile word was sent to General 
SToNEMAN, who promptly dispatched to 
the scene of action a company of Regu- 
lars (white), when the negroes were quick- 
ly dispersed and driven in every direc 
tion. 

During the evening the wildest and 
most exaggerated reports soon spread 
throughout the city. Every communi- 
cator of the intelligence of the fight told 
a different story, and the highest excite- 
ment prevailed. Each rumor placed a 
worse aspect upon the affair than the 
preceding one, and oualy served to develop 
the pent-up prejudices against the negro. 
Soon after dark this excitement and prej- 
udice found vent. Large numbers of 
armed citizens repaired to the scene of 
the fight and commeneed firing upon ev 
ery negro who made himself visible. One 
negro upon South Street, a quiet, in- 
offensive laborer, was shot down almost 
in front of his own cabin, and after life 
was extinct his body was fired into, ent 
and beat in a most horrible manger. In 
all parts of the city, wherever they could 
be seen, negroes were fired upon by po- 
licemen as well as citizens. They were 
shot while driving hacks, and quiett 
walking in the streets about their bust- 
ness. The police seemed to make it their 
special business to shoot every negro they 
could see, no matter where he was or 
what he was doing. The result was that 
by 9 o'clock the colored population were 
in-doors trembling with wild alarm. How 
many negroes were killed during the 
night it is impossible to ascertain, as fir- 
ing was constantly heard duging the ear- 
lier hours in all parts of the city, It is 
estimated that from 15 to 90 were killed. 
So far ag I have been able to learn, not 
@ white man was fired upou by a aegro 
during the whole night. 

After the fight of Tuesday evening the 
negro soldiers and most of the colored 
population residing in the vicinity of the 


SCENES IN MEMPHIS, TENNESSEE, DURING THE RIOT—BURNING A FREEDMEN’S SCHOOL-HOUSE. fight fled to the fort for security. The 
were perfectly quiet—in fact, were terri- 
[SkercHED By A. R. W.j bly frightened for their own safety. Atan 
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orhood of the late fight was quiet and peace- 
i, were the negroes to be seen in the 
F most of those killed the evening! 
hey fell, in some cases horribly 
fore. the hour of 9 citizens 
- " 

\ and muskets, with a 
icemer 1, repail ed t o the locality. As soon as 
lace they commenced firing upon every 
> it ht i was said that the negroes had shot two 
passing along in that vicinity 
doubtless, one of those wild 
it by the unnecessary ex- 
and the unjust prejudice 
tan t rebels against the freedmen, as n¢ o such 
uld the rumor be tre aced to any 
ine tely upon the commencement of 
na, the report spread rapidly through 
ht had been renewed, and a large posse 
lo out by the Sheriff armed ata large 
-store, and ordere » the field of battle. By 11 o'clock 
larze force had ¢ tects 1 in the vicinity, who dealt out 
: y colored man within reach. Several 
ere shot, in several instances 
them. So far as I could 
j es in the neighborhood, and 
! tes stimo my of many respectab le and reliable 
tlemeu the same effect. The negro soldiers, and 
i ldiers, “i trembling in the fort, filled with 
the direst appreh coc and beyond even musket-range 
of those who were engaged in shooting down innocent and 
, : ildren. The arrival of a 
md restored order, and 
retired. liow many ne- 
ti during the morning is 
he n mbor, he wever, was considerable. 
the entire day they were shot down in various 
the city. But one white man was killed in the 
t by another white man for the 
es a ulking with an old negro ac- 
familiarity could not be tolerated. And 
r avel 1 inquiry, failed to find a single in- 
e a white man was shot at during the day by 









































k the red clare of fire shot up in the south- 
¢ flames burst out in the east- 
t rolled np in the northern portion 
thirty houses, occupied by negroes, 
r clored children, and every place 
of w 1ij Imen were given to the devouring 
element. Lincoln Cl apel, costing $12,000, only served to 
het the appetite of the greedy destroyer, for soon the old- 

est place i vorship in the city—-a large brick church on 
the c rne f Main and Overton streets, lately occupied by 
vay into a heap of blackened and 

ie fire rolled onward and up- 
approved, At this writing 










r estimate ¢ f th ‘ie ge aused by the fire can be made, 
£0 great is the ifusion and excitement. 
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THE TRIAL OF THE G OVERNMENT. 


JT scems to us they greatly mistake the tem- 
» per of the loyal majority of the American 
people who suppose that because there are dif- 
ferences among them upon certain points of 
policy, they will, therefore, from sheer impa- 
ionee, grow careless of securing the victory they 
have won. Ifthe correspondent of the London 
Vimes yeports truly, even the President himself 


ikes the mistake of considering the loyal ma- 
rity as aiming merely at a party advantage 
and not at the public welfare. He forgets that 
he conld he as easily accused of holding his 
course merely with a design to secure his own 
re-election. Indeed the freedom with which 
President assails the motives of those who 
decline to receive his views as the perfection of 
tesmanship is one of the unpleasantest epi- 
of this interesting time. 

The truth is, that, with the utmost magnanim- 
and « cordial desire of restoring the Union 

< normal condition, there is no considerable 
uber of faithtul — men in the country 

ve that the late rebel States should be 
stored to their nation al relations without fur- 
lition. Those who hold that they 
ive the late rebels, their Copperhead 
es, and a very few who have hitherto acted 





with the Union party, and of whom Senator 
Cowan, of Penusvivania, is a representative. 
These all believe with ALexanper I. StE- 
priens, that as Congress did not consent to 


n the seceding States had a continuous 

ht to resume al}, their relations with the 

Union at their pleasure. There is no middle 

ground hetween this preposterous opinion and 

sition of the faithful citizens who sus- 

d the war and elected Mr. Lincotn and 

‘Ir. Jounsos, As Mr. Joun L. Tuomas, Jun., 

of Maryland, said, in his manly and admirable 

21st of April, the late rebels ‘*are 

either to be consulied as to what conditions will 

hest please them, or we are to make known to 

{ it terms we please to receive 

them... We are either to exact no guarantees 

u security, or we are to impose such 

wantees as Congress in its wisdom may deem 
t i >p ysublic good,’ 

in determining these guarantees there is no 

to the authority of the Government but 

iscretion. ‘The rebel forces have sur- 

ed, but the Government has not laid down 

and General SHERIDAN assures us that 

» long before they can be safely relin- 

Che right to defend its own exist- 

inst armed assailants, which is inherent 

Constitution and in the nature of Gov- 

authorized the Government to 

ragainst the rebels, and the authority 

1 its security by exacting guarantees 

i cessary part of the 

There was no express 

{ the Constitution for emanci- 











reveis is a ne 


other measure of war, nor 

‘ ut of Provisional Governors 

Pi But the power of the Gov- 

fa) t is not imited yy its enemies, Its 
l action is not subject to their discretion. 
Because they lay down their arms, they can 


‘ot compel tlte Government to connive at its 





own subversion. The Union is restored, and 
the rights of the States are resumed, not when 
ALEXANDER H. StePHEns and the Copperheads 
say so, but when the loyal people of the United 
States in Congress assembled are content to de- 
clare it. 

That declaration should be made only after 
the most careful investigation and reflection. 
It is not surprising that the late insurgent 
States should still seethe with angry passions. 
It was to be expected that Union men would 
still be hated and maltreated. It is natural 
that men like Henry A. Wise should continue 
to rave and swear at the Union, against which 
they have so long plotted and declaimed. It is 
not strange that conspicuous rebels should be 
enthusiastically elected to the highest local 
offices, and that men whose hands are still 
trembling with the effort to overthrow the Gov- 
ernment should insolently denounce those who 
have maintained it at the most costly sacrifice 
as enemies of the Constitution. It was above 
all to be expected that the freedmen, whose 
fidelity to the Union has been proved, should 
be the victims of those whose war for slavery 
has ended in emancipation. 

All these things are natural phenomena of 
the situation. ‘There was no thoughtful man 
who did not anticipate them, and only the fool- 
ish are disappointed now that they are every 
where apparent. But these phenomena are 
contemplated without anger as without sur- 
prise. They serve to admonish us all that the 
conditions upon which States full of such a 
spirit may resume their natidnal relations must 
be determined with great sagacity and pru- 
dence. Great risks are of course to be taken. 
That is the inevitable law of the situation. 
‘* Bring us back!” sneered Lovis W1IGFALL in 
the dark days of 1860, when the Senate cham- 
ber, to which his comrades now again seek ad- 
mission, rang with the contemptuous fury of 
secession: ‘*When you undertake that, and 
have accomplished it, you may be like the man 
who purchased the elephant—you will find it 
rather difficult to decide what you will do with 
the animal.” None of us supposed that the 
end of the war would solve all problems. The 
question to be decided would plainly then be 
the one which we are now reaching, whether, 
the attempt of forcible secession having failed, 
and the rebel States having resumed their re- 
lations upon prescribed conditions, the controll- 
ing majority of the American people would still 
maintain the Government and the Union un- 
der the constitutional forms, or permit it to be 
subverted. 

We have now, therefore, to decide under 
what conditions that final and crucial experi- 
ment shall be tried. Sooner or later the nor- 
mal condition of the country must be restored, 
and there is no conceivable method by which 
the strain and friction of the trial that will fol- 
low can be avoided. Certain conditions we 
may see at once would be useless. General 
distranchisement, for instance, simply postpones 
the experiment. Holding the suspended States 
as conquered provinces, also, prolongs and com- 
plicates, but does not obviate the peril. The 
only rational solution of the problem is to con- 
fide the experiment of a popular government 
to its principle in such a way that it shall have 
the fairest trial. Then, if it fails, it is not we 
but human nature which is responsible. If the 
lawfully-expressed will of the people of the 
United States is that this Union shall end and 
the Government dissolve, there is no further 
alternative or appeal. But to ascertain this 
will, to satisfy the conditions of the trial, the 
whole people must be consulted. It will not 
do to follow James M. Mason's advice to Vir- 
ginia, and hang or shoot every man who votes 
in a certain way, or CLinGMAN’s promise that 
in North Carolina Union men should be hushed 
hy “‘the swift attention of Vigilance Commit- 
tees.” 

The risk that we undertook when we fought 
to defend the Government and save the Union 
was not, if we succeeded, to govern half of the 
country as a subjugated province or colony 
without national rights or representation, but 
it was to trust the Union to the people of the 
Union, some of whom hated it and had fought 
against it, and would doubtless vote against it. 
The less delay in the trial the better; for de- 
lay endangers a just decision by breeding im- 
patience among loyal citizens anxious to renew 
their old activity and repair their fortunes. 
The important element of the experiment was 
thus evident. It was the late slave population. 
The war had made them freemen and citizens. 
If the old order of the national system were 
restored, and they were not consulted, and the 
Government were embarrassed or ruined by 
an alliance of the late rebels with the Copper- 
heads, the experiment of a popular govern- 
ment would be as far from satisfactory solution 
as ever. It can be satisfactorily tried only by 
an equality of electoral right among the whole 
population. The experiment is not satisfac- 
torily tried evidently if 631,000 citizens, as in 
North Carolina, are invested with political pow- 
er to the exclusion of 331,000 who have the 

same qualifications except color ; or if, as in 
Virginia, 719,000 may exclude 533, 000; or, as 
in Alabama, 596,000 may exclude 437,000; or, 
in Georgia, 591,000 may exclude 465,000; or, 





in Louisiana, 357,000 may exclude 350, 000; 





or, in Mississippi, 353,000 may exclude 436,000; 
or, in South Carolina, 291,000 may ouinde 
411,000. 

Under the circumstances of the case, as we 
have defined them, this electoral equality may 
be secured either directly or indirectly. Con- 
gress may, as a measure of national security, 
determine who shall vote, either by express 
specification or by sanctioning the provisions 
of a State Constitution, and guarding against 
its unfair operation. ‘This is obviously a pure- 
ly exceptional measure. In the normal opera- 
tion of our system the regulation of suffrage is 
left to the States, and it would be touched by the 
National Government in this instance for the 
same reason that property in slaves was touched 
—for the public safety. The right of a State 
to regulate suffrage is no more sacred than that 
of a property holder to his property. The Con- 
stitution protects neither when in extreme na- 
tional peril its sacrifice becomes necessary. 
Congress has chosen, and we think wisely, to 
leave the regulation of the suffrage to the State, 
but proposes to reduce the basis of representa- 
tion in proportion to the number of male adults 
disfranchised except for rebellion. The reason 


-for proposing this rather than directly estab- 


lishing impartial suffrage is purely one of ex- 
pediency. It saves friction. e 

This is the substance of the amendment sug- 
gested by the Committee of Reconstruction. 
This enables us to meet the inevitable risk in 
the safest way. This, also, undoubtedly com- 
mends itself to every loyal man in the country. 
This is the logical completion of the measures 
already taken. And when this has become a 
part of the fundamental law, then, with an ex- 
ecutive which will honestly defend the equal 
civil rights of all citizens, and confide the na- 
tional offices to hands which have always faith- 
fully upheld the nation, we shall be ready to 
encounter the sharpest peril to which a popular 
system of government has ever been exposed. 





THE APPOINTING POWER. 


Tue question of Executive patronage, of 
which we have several times spoken, is begin- 
ning to excite deeply the public interest and 
attention. It is to be considered without the 
slightest reference to the present President. 
Mr. Jonson can not be accused of grasping 
at an increase of that patronage, for he vetoed 
both the bills which would have greatly en- 
larged it, although he has been charged with 
using that which exists for his own political 
support and not for the public service. If that 
should be true in his case, the exercise of the 
power should be restricted by every lawful 
means; and that it may not hereafter be true 
in any case, under any Administration, the 
Executive patronage should be very seriously 
abridged. 

The Constitution empowers the President to 
nominate, and, by and with the advice and con- 
sent of the Senate, to appoint all officers of the 
United States whose appointment is not other- 
wise provided for by the Constitution. But 
‘* Congress may, by law, vest the appointment 
of such inferior officers as they think proper 
in the President alone, in the courts of law, or 
in the heads of departments.” Here is one 
plain remedy for the peril of the enormous ex- 
ecutive patronage now held by the President. 
Assessors, collectors, postmasters, and a-large 
class of officers, as Senator SHERMAN recent- 
ly remarked in opposing Senator TrRuMBULL’s 
amendment, may be removed from the Execu- 
tive control. Is there any good reason why 
they should not be ? 

As for the apparent discourtesy toward the 
President of such an act, it should be remem- 
bered that it would always seem discourteous 
to limit a prerogative which had been long ex- 
ercised, But fortunately the present Presi- 
dent has himself very forcibly and truthfully 
stated the danger of committing so vast a 
power to the hands of one man. And while it 
is indeed unfortunate that the antagonism which 
has become apparent between him and the pres- 
ent Congress would give to such a proposition 
an air of personal suspicion and censure, yet 
we can trust his good sense to accept a reform, 
whose unquestionable advantage to the purity 
of the Government he has most ably advocated, 
even when it seems to be generated by distrust 
of himself. 

It is not easy to see, upon a careful study of 
the Constitution, how the power of arbitrary re- 
moval by the Executive can be derived from 
it; but there is undoubtedly a question of the 
scope of that power. The popular theory in- 
deed is, that all national offices are the per- 
quisites of the Presidency; and that when we 
elect a President we do virtually elect every 
village postmaster and custom-house boatman 
in the country. The theory is, that we are 
torn up by the roots every four years. The 
result is, that a vote for a successful candidate 
is held to be a valid claim to office; and the 
candid applicant recommends his merit and 
his modesty by declaring that he never asked 
for an office before. This terrible demoraliza- 


tion of our politics is the logical result of the 
principle that to the victors belong the spoils ; 
and the consequence is, that the public service 
is intrusted to the most incompetent hands and 
the taxes are enormously increased. 





This practice has now become so inwoven 
in our whole system that reform, or even re- 
lief, seems hopeless and helpless to many hon- 
est minds. But there is a way to begin even 
to clean out the ‘* Augean stable.’ There may 
be, as we said, a perplexing constitutional 
question of the limits of the Presidential power 
of removal from office. ‘There is a long tradi- 
tion of thirty years’ unquestioned use of this 
power. But there can be no obscuring an 
express provision of the Constitution authoriz- 
ing Congress to place the appointment of 
thousands and thousands of officers beyond 
Executive control. Here is a plain way to be- 
gin this radical and regenerating reform. If 
it does not prevent the myriad little offices 
from becoming tlie spoils of a party, it at least 
distributes their division, and in the case of 
appointments vested in the courts of law, it 
secures comparative permanence. When we 
have gained one step the next can be more 
easily taken. When it begins to appear that 
the perils of a Presidential election are due to 
the fact that so large an army as the office- 
holders are voting for their bread and butter, 
and not to the fact that we are changing the 
chief Executive of the Government, sensible 
people—and, spite of Chancellor OXENSTIERN, 
they are the final Government—will very sensi- 
bly ask why we should be shaken to the centre 
every four years. Can’t we roast our pig with- 
out burning the house down? 

A wise man maintains the value and beauty 
and usefulness of his house by constantly touch- 
ing it with brush or plane or trowel, wherever 
and whenever it shows the need of repair. In 
this way his home is always comfortable, his 
domestic tranquillity undisturbed, and his house 
a model to every neighbor. <A wise nation is 
wonderfully like a wise man. It does not wait 
until the roof begins to tumble about its ears 
before it inquires whether it leaks. 








UNITED STATES CONSOLS. 

Ir is not as clear as it seemed a few days ago 
that Senator SHerman’s bill for the consolida- 
tion of the United States debt into a 5 per 
cent. 30-year consol will become a law without 
opposition. Some pains have been taken to 
collate opinions in Wall Street, and the result 
of the inquiry is, that a 5 per cent. 30-year 
bond would not under present circumstances 
command public favor. Some journals an- 
nounce that applications for the new consols 
have already been forwarded to the Depart- 
ment. But it would probably appear, on in- 
vestigation, that such applications, if not wholly 
mythical, have proceeded from houses which 
have bought Ten-Forties on speculation, and 
are naturally solicitous for their advance. 

We may be said, as a nation, to have now 
reached years of discretion, and it is time that 
an end were set to youthful follies. Time was, 
not long since, when we had such faith in our 
national strength and vigor, that we believed 
the rebellion could be put down by 75,000 vol- 
unteers, and that $400,000,000 of greenbacks 
could be issued without justifying a premium 
on gold. We have learned wisdom since 
then. All men now admit that the United 
States, vastly favored as they are by Provi- 
dence, are not exempt from the laws of politic- 
al economy, and that United States citizens, 
loyal as they may be, will not lend their money 
to the nation at any cheaper rate than they can 
lend it to individuals. This much must be 
said by way of answer to that class of reason- 
ers, who are forever discussing economical 
questions from a sentimental point of view, and 
denouncing a man as disloyal because he in- 
sists that two and two only make four, desira- 
ble as it would be for the country that they 
should make five. 

Now, with regard to this 5 per cent. con- 
sol, it is clear, in the first place, that if the 
bonds can be negotiated, it would be advan- 
tageous to negotiate them; in other words, it 
would be a gain to reduce the rate of interest 
on_our outstanding liabilities from 6 and 739, 
to 5 per cent. 

But to do this, without repudiation, the con- 
sent of our creditors is essential. And no man, 
who is not crazy, will expect bondholders who 
are entitled to receive 6 per cent. per annum 
from Government to gratuitously forego their 
claims and accept 5. No adult of sound intel- 
ligence can be expected to make the common- 
wealth a present of one-sixth of his income 
from national investments. 

It is thus clear that of the $2,200,000,000 
of national debt not represented by greenbacks, 
$814,000,000, which is in the shape of Seven- 
Thirty notes, $171,000,000, which is in the 
shape of Five-Twenties of 1864 and 1865, 
about $302,000,000, which is in the shape of 
long Sixes; in all, about $1,288,000,000, or 
nearly two-thirds of the whole, are out of the 
reach of the Government, and would not be 
converted into the proposed consol, unless Gov- 
ernment offered its creditors, by way of com- 
pensation for the sacrifice it asked them to suf- 
fer, an equivalent which it is not in its power 
to bestow. The holders of these various se- 
curities are entitled to 6 per cent. for various 
periods ranging from 4 to 15 years; they can 
not be expected to surrender their rights with- 
out compensation. 
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Of the remainder of the debt—say $1, 100,- 
000,000 (exclusive of greenbacks)—about half, 
$520,000,000, isin the shape of Five-Twenty 
Bonds, which are redeemable next year. It 
is not settled whether they are redeemable in 
gold or greenbacks. Mr. Cuasp unofficially 
assured holders that they were payable in gold. 
It is not likely, however, that the Government 
will do more than it is obliged to do, and as 
the law is not explicit, it is as well to assume 
that they will be paid in paper. A further 
sum of $62,000,000 in debt certificates is also 
redeemable within the year; $130,000,000 
of deposit certificates ; and about one-third of 
the outstanding compound-interest notes—say 
$60,000,000. Thus, in all, assuming that the 
new consol prove a success, and be negotiable 
at par, within twelve months, it is in the power 
of the Secretary to fund therein $772,000,000 
of the public .debt. Should Mr. M‘Cuttocu 
share Mr. Cuase’s views, and consider the 
Five-Twenties payable in gold, the aggregate 
would be reduced to $252,000,000. In 1867-8 
and 1868-9 the balance of the compound-in- 
terest notes—$120,000,000—might be funded. 
In 1869 and 1870 the new Five-Twenties— 
$171,000,000—would mature, and might be 
disposed of. In 1872 and ’73 the Five-Twen- 
ties created by the conversion of Seven-Thir- 
ties would mature, and might be paid off or 
converted. "And, lastly, in 1874 the Ten- 
Forties might be exchanged. 

Clearly, then, the consolidation of the pub- 
lic debt into a 5 per cent. consol is going to be 
a slow business_under the most favorable cir- 
cumstances,” las 

But what if a 5 per cent. loan could not be 
negotiated at par? What if the design of the 
bill.was to prevent any successful negotiation 
by the Secretary? These are questions of mo- 
ment. It was Senator SHerman who defeated 
the Secretary’s plan for the contraction of the 
currency and the gradual absorption of the 
greenbacks with a view to resumption. It is 
the same Senator SHERMAN who now restricts 
the funding powers of the Department to a 5 
per cent. bond at par, well knowing that the 
only 5 per cents. in existence are selling at 
954, after having been for a year between go 
and g2. © Of course, if a 5 per cent. loan could 
not be negotiated at par, the debt certificates 
and deposits on call would have to be renewed, 
the compound-interest notes would not be dis- 
turbed, no effort would be made to pay off the 
old Five-Twenties next year, and a plethora 
of money would prevail at the monetary cen- 
tres, which would make the fortunes of the 
speculators who are said to have influential 
fricnds in the House and the Senate at Wash- 
ington. 

Senator Snermay’s bill seeks to enlist pub- 
lic favor for the new 5 per cents. by exempting 
them from taxation. Has any one reflected 
upon the practical effects of such an exemp- 
tion? Supposing the bill passed and the bonds 
were negotiated, what would be the result ? 
Why, simply that the capitalists and rich men 
of the country would be exempt from taxes, 
while poor men paid them. How long would 
such an inequality be endured? Arong the 
causes of the French Revolution De Tocgue- 
VILLE enumerates, first, the exemption of the 
nobles from taxation, and adds that subse- 
quent French governments, taught by experi- 
ence, have carefully avoided this error. And 
this is the policy which Senator SHERMAN now 
recommends us to adopt! 








A SUPERFLUOUS JURY. 


Ir is very authoritatively announced that the 
Government of the United States is about sub- 
mitting the decision of the justice of the late 
war to twelve chance men in Richmond, Vir- 
ginia. For what purpose this is to be done is 
not clear. If the twelve men decide that the 
Government had no right to wage war, what 
then? If they declare that it was justified, 
what then? Willany body’s opinion be changed ? 
In the former case, will those of us who sup- 
ported the war regret our conduct, or feel that 
we connived at the murder of the brave men 
whom all true hearts forever honor? In the 
latter case, will those who opposed the war ac- 
knowledge their prolonged and miserable mis- 
take? The sole question which can engage 
the consideration of the twelve men is, whether 
Secession is a right reserved to the States by 
the Constitution? But can that question be 
more absolutely and finally decided than it has 
already been by the war? 

The plea of Jerrerson Davis precedes the 
question of treason. He would willingly agree 
that treason should be punished. But he would 
contend that he has not committed treason. 
Treason against the United States, says the 
Constitution, ‘‘ shall consist only in levying war 
against them, or in adhering to their enemies, 
giving them aid and comfort.” But this is true 
only of a citizen of the United States. Davis 
argues that he was not a citizen. He contends 
that his sovereign State had withdrawn and 
had thereby relieved him from allegiance to the 
United States. Therefore, while he would not 





deny that he levied war, he would insist that 
he did so not as a citizen of the United States | 
but of a political community with which the | 


United States werg at war. Consequently he 
is an alien enemy, not a traitor. 

Suppose, however, that the twelve men de- 
cide that this plea is of no avail; that a State 
is not sovereign, and can not withdraw from the 
Union, and that the allegiance of every citizen 
is due to the national authority; yet, we ask 
again, what have they decided which the whole 
country has not already decided by the most 
tremendous ordeal? This decision certainly 
gains nothing in weight or solemnity by the 
approval of the twelve men. Mr. ALEXANDER 
H. Srepnens and his friends do not change 
their opinion. Certainly loyal men do not 
change theirs. In the estimation of the first, 
JEFFERSON Davis does not become a criminal, 
even though hung upon a gallows; in the judg- 
ment of the last, he is not a hero or a patriot 
though he go untouched. Upon what point, 
then, and to what purpose, are the twelve men 
summoned to decide ? 

Is it to determine whether there is such a 
crime as treason? But the Constitution de- 
fines it, and there is no question. Is it to de- 
cide whether Davis is guilty of treason? But 
that question is already settled by the refusal 
of the country to admit the plea under which 
he levied war. Is it to make treason and trai- 
tors odious? But how can that be done by 
convicting and hanging JerFerson Davis when 
General Humpureys, of Mississippi, who is 
guilty of exactly the same offense, is elected 
Governor of Mississippi by his fellow-traitors— 
all of whom are equally guilty with Davis— 
and who is pardoned by the President that he 
may exercise his office? The odium of treason 
in the person of Davis hanging upon the gib- 
bet is entirely destroyed in the person of Hum- 
PHREYS sitting in the Governor 3 chair. 

But suppose the twelve men differ, or agree 
that Davis is not guilty of treason. Is it 
worth while for the Government of the United 
States to have placed itself in such a ludicrous- 
ly humiliating position? Ifthe jury be packed, 
the trial is a farce. If it be free, there is the 
chance and the probability of this humiliation. 
Now, is there any conceivable advantage to be 
gained by the trial which can authorize the 
Government to take such a chance as this? 
If the accused be convicted he is not disgraced. 
His offense is political, and no reasoning can 
persuade men to regard political offenses as 
crimes. Does any man suppose that if con- 
victed Davis would be hung? To hang him 
would be an error as huge as to try him. To- 
day he is a baffled conspirator, and practically 
the deadest of dead men. Hang him and he 
becomes a living power to sedition, and an 
eternal remorse to the country. Every read- 
er of history condemns Cuarves I. until he 
mounts the scaffold; then he pities him. Did 
his father’s scaffold frighten or deter James 
II.? We have subdued this vast rebellion by 
force of arms. The blood it shed has been 
avenged upon the same field by blood. Its 
argument, its objects, and the characters of 
those who caused and controlled it, are com- 
mitted to the terrible justice of history and the 
conscience of mankind. Our present duty is 
not to hang those whom we did not shoot, but 
to secure ourselves by political measures against 
political perils. 

Of course we speak of Davis merely as a 
political offender. If he be guilty of complic- 
ity with the horrible massacres at Anderson- 
ville and Salisbury and Belle Isle, or with the 
crowning crime of the assassination, humanity 
itself calls for his punishment. The evidence 
of this latter charge is in the hands of the Ju- 
diciary Committee of the House. Before the 
Richmond trial we hope that Committee will 
give the country a plain statement of the 
grounds upon which the President offered a 
reward for Davis’s arrest as a conspirator in 
the assassination plot. 





HOW TO ESCAPE THE CHOLERA. 


Tue cholera first appeared in this country over 
thirty years ago, and such a vast mass of facts has 
been gathered.that some think it unreasonable that 
the doctors have not fully settled upon the means 
of preventing its incursion and diffusion. But it is 
forgotten that in this world it takes a long time to 
settle even the most simple points in any new sub- 
ject that comes up. And besides, there is, after 
all, more ascertained by medical men in regard to 
the cholera than is commonly supposed ; but this is 
very much kept out of view by the excitement that 
prevails in relation to the few poiuts that are in dis- 
pute. ’ 

The world, both professional and non-profession- 
al, is in truth too much occupied with the question, 
whether the cholera is contagious? and every doctor 
is plied with it by patient and friend and stranger. 
And you must either be a contagionist or a non- 
contagionist, or you will give no satisfaction to the 
questioner or disputant that introduces the subject. 
This comes from a narrow view of the facts. One 
who has a certain set of facts come under his ob- 
servation, decides that the disease spreads by con. 
tagion; while another, from another set of facts, 
comes to an opposite decision. This is all wrong. 
Where there are numerous facts, and many of them 
apparently inconsistent, they must be extensively 
compared and sifted in order to reach correct con- 
clusions. Taking this broad view of the facts re- 
vealed by the whole history of the disease, it is clear 
that its ordinary propagation is by some cause, as 
yet wholly unknown, which doesnot emanate from 





the sick, and that it is only now and then conta- 
gious. For, not to go into any discussion of this 
point, while there are occasional facts that show 
that cholera is communicated from one person to 
another, it very commonly overleaps the strictest 
quarantines and sanitary cordons, and often fails to 
follow the freest lines of communication. 

Far be it from us to say that all quarantine regu- 
lations are to be discarded. Some are necessary. 
And yet some which are resorted to are useless; 
others still are absolutely injurious, multiplying the 
victims of the disease; and none are to be relied 
upon as certain preventives of its introduction. The 
idea, indulged by some, of sealing up this whole 
country against the cholera by a universal quaran- 
tine is preposterous, i 

So much for quarantine measures. ‘But there are 
other measures about which there is no dispute, 
and they are of immense importance in limiting the 
‘ravages of cholera if not in preventing its intro- 
duction, And yet their value seems to be far from 
being properly appreciated by the community at 
large. 

Promoting cleanliness is one, and we pse this ex- 
pression in its broadest sense. You must have a 
clean skin, clean clothes, clean air, clean houses, 
yards, and streets. No filth must be covered up 
with an outside show of-cleanliness. Dirt in cellars, 
in corners, may do the mischief. A musty carpet, 
charged with the accumulating filth of months of 
shiftlessness, may procure the cholera for a family. 
After all, this interior uncleanliness has more to do 
with the origination of the disease than what is out- 
side. Bad as are the emanations from decaying 
vegetable and animal substances, they are no- 
thing like as inviting to cholera and other diseases 
as those from personal filth, within and without, 
but especially within, where, pent up from the free 
air, they act with all their force. 

Much is said about disinfectants; but, useful as 
they are, they never can take the place of cleanli- 
ness. We say, then, both to communities and to 
individuals, Clean up, clean up; and when you have 
done so, keep clean—for the cholera is likely to come 
again; and, if not, there are other diseases, as 
typhus fever and cholera infantum, constantly, and 
therefore less observably, destructive of life, of 
which filth is a chief catise, 

New York and Philadelphia once presented a de- 
cided contrast in regard to the influence of cleans- 
ing measures. Philadelphia adopted them thor- 
oughly, and had but 700 deaths from cholera; while 
New York, neglecting them, had 5000 deaths. 

There is no fact more prominently brought out 
by the whole history of cholera than that intem- 
perance in drinking is one of the principal causes of 
its diffusion. It acts in two ways: directly, by 
predisposing the individual to an attack, a large 
proportion of the victims being from the intemper- 
ate; and, indirectly, by promoting the uncleanli- 
ness, poor and irregular living, and crowding to- 
gether of families. If, then, we could shut up the 
drinking places we should effectually cut off one 
of the chief sources—nay, the chiefest source—of 
the nuisances that so largely generate cholera and 
various other fatal diseases, 

Intemperance in eating predisposes to the dis- 
ease. But so also does a diet too restricted in quan- 
tity or variety. A poor diet will enfeeble the sys- 
tem, and thus make it liable to an attack. A diet 
restricted in variety does not meet the wants of the 
system, and so fails to fortify it properly against 
disease. The true course is to have just such a 
diet as a rational moderate liver would adopt in or- 
dinary times. Good fresh vegetables and ripe fruits 
should be eaten as usual, as a part of the daily diet, 
and not irregularly. 

No reliance should be placed upon vaunted proph- 
ylactics—that is, remedies supposed to ward off the 
disease. Intoxicating drinks are often taken for 
this purpose, and they are really among the most 
likely means of bringing on an attack. Good hab- 
its of living, the cheerful performance of duty, and 
a calm trust in Providence, are the best prophylac- 
tics. These are the grand preservatives of the 
physicians who fearlessly stand at their post in the 
midst of the pestilence, and very seldom does one 
of their number fall a victim to it. 








LEFT-HAND WRITING. 


Tue specimens of left-hand writing by disabled 
soldiers, of which we have formerly spoken, were 
lately exhibited in Washington, and excited very 
general interest and attention. Speaker Co_rax, 
General Banks, General Howarp, the representa- 
tive left-handed soldier, with other noted men, 
made interesting and eloquent speeches, and it was 
resolved that the collection should be sent out for 

xhibition at the Great Fair in Paris, Meanwhile 
those left-handed heroes who have not contributed 
are invited to send specimens of their writing for 
reference and preservation to WiittiAM OLAND 
Bourne, Esq., of the Soldiers’ Friend, who has de- 
voted himself with untiring energy to this patriotic 
and illustrative work. 








LITERARY. 

Upon page 530 of this Number we begin the pub- 
lication of a charming little story called “‘ The Three 
Little Spades,” by Miss Warner, author of ‘‘The 
Wide, Wide World.” 


With the Number for June, 1866, Harper’s Maga- 
cine begins its thirty-third volume. It is the one 
hundred and ninety-third number of the whole issue 
ot this popular periodical, whose hold upon the pub- 
lic does not appear to relax. The circulation is 
very large, and has increased by twenty thousand 
copies since the first of the year. The June Num- 
ber opens with a paper by General SrrorHER upon 
his “ Personal Recollections of the War.” The au- 
thor is a Virginian, and was a steady Unionist 
throughout the struggle. His peculiar position, bis 
shrewd humor and observation, and his artistic skill 
both with pen and pencil make this article, which 
is one of a series, very entertaining and valuable, 





A brief paper upon “Gladstone as Leader of the 
Commons” is a vivid and picturesque sketch, and is 
the best portrait of the English statesman who now 
excites such interest and admiration. ‘‘The Fall 
of Richmond” describes that event from the inside. 
It is written by a resident of that city whose heart 
sank with Ler’s retreating army. The other arti- 
cles make an excellent variety, and we see no signs 
of senility in Harper's Magazine, 





An “Index to the daily Times for 1865” is a very 
useful work, and is the model of an index. We be- 
lieve it is the first instance of the kind, with a single 
exception, The book contains twenty thousand 
references to the events mentioned during that peri- 
od, each specifying the date, page, and column of 
the paper in which it is to be found. It is hand- 
somely printed, and bound in Svo form, and con- 
tains 182 double-column pages. The index applies 
to other papers as well as the Times, the daily news 
for all the papers being essentially the same. 





A modest, anonymous novel, ‘‘(Enone: a Tale of 
Slave Life in Rome,” is published by Joun Brap- 
BuRN. Although its date is so remote its interest 
is vivid, while the novelty of its scenery and inci- 
dents, and the skill with which the tale is unfolded, 
give it a peculiar charm. The evident familiarity 
of the author with the details of Roman life under 
the empire does not make him pedantic, but imparts 
a fine local coloring to the events of his story. The 
plot reveals the essential inhumanity of Slavery, 
whatever the time or the race enslaved—a truth 
which it is;most useful to study in the passionless 
perspectivetof centuries. The merit of this modest 
book is likely to be overlooked, but we heartily com- 
mend it to our readers, 





“Across the Continent” is the title of the book 
of Mr. Samver. Bow es, editor of the Springfield 
Republican, recording his observations during his 
late journey with Speaker Conrax. It is by far 
the most graphic and shrewd report upon the jour- 
ney over the plains, the Mormon Question, the Pa- 
cific Railroad, and Territorial Mining, that we have, 
while the quick and humorous eye, the true and 
tender heart, and the picturesque and nimble hand 
of the author, give it a various interest which can 
not fail to send the book every where over the 
country. Mr. Bowxes is an American and a Yan- 
kee in every heart-beat, and the sound good sense 
which is manifest through the whole work gives the 
greatest value to all his opinions upon the immi- 
nent and interesting questions he touches, 


DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE, 


CONGRESS, 
A> 





May 8: e " 

In the House, debate was opened on the joint resolution 
reported by the Reconstruction Committee proposing & 
Constitutional Amendment.—In the evening the Tax bill 
was taken up, and the first section, imposing a tax of five 
cents per pound on cotton, wag adopted, 

May 9: s 

In the Senate, the House resolution appointing a Com- 
missioner to select a site for the New York Post-oftice was 
passed.—A bill to incorporate the National Theological 
Institute of the District of Columbia was passed. The 
object of the Institute is the education of colored men for 
the Christian ministry, 

May 10: 

In the Senate, the Post-office Appropriation bill was 
taken up, the pending question being on Mr. Trumbu.'"e 
amendment, providing that no compensation be paid to 
any Assistant Postmaster until his appointment is con- 
firmed by the Senate, unless commissioned to fill a va- 
cancy occasioned by death, resignation, or expiration of 
office during the recess of the Senate. The Senate was 
addressed by Mr. Howard and Mr. Cowan, The vote 
being reached the amendment was disagreed to—yeas 16, 
nays 23. The bill was then passed. 

In the House, the joint resolution to amend the Conati- 
tution was passed, including the Disfranchisement clause, 
128 to 37. 

NEWS ITEMS, 


The body of Preston King, late Collector of the Port, 
who, it will be remembered, committed suicide in Novem- 
ber last, by jumping off a Hoboken ferry-boat into the 
river, was discovered at 5 a.m. May 14, drifiing in through 
the gap of the Atlantic dock, Brooklyn, by Officer Kenny. * 

On the 10th of May Jefferson Davis was indicted for 
treason by the Grand Jury of the United States District 
Court now in session at Norfolk, and the trial of the pria- 
oner, it is supposed, will take place in June, 

James Stephens, the Fenian Chief, arrived in New York 
last week. His arrival was soon followed by the resigna- 
tion of O'Mahony. 

The appointment of Collector Smythe for the Port of 
New York was confirmed by the Senate May 11, 





FOREIGN NEWS. 


Tre Russell administration has concluded not to resign, 
but deemed it prudent to make some concession to the 
Whig section of the Opposition, in the matter of the pro- 
posed Redistribution of Seats, The latter measure will be 
shown tothe House before the Franchise bill is pressed in 
Committee. 

The Washington correspondent of the London Times 
gives that paper an interesting account of an interview 
which he had recentiy with President Johnson, 

The German question was still unsettled, and in fact 
more threatening than at any previous time. Neither 
Prussia nor Austria would yield any of their demands, nor 
would either Power consent todisarm. The war spirit was 
at fever-heat in Italy; but it was reported that France 
had given a gentle hint that the time to strike for Venetia 
had not yetcome, A meeting of a European Congress was 
talked of, for the settlement of the questions now so angrily 
debated. 

Since the advent of warm weather the cholera has broken 
out at the coast towns of Holland and in the interior of 
Brittany, between the French ports of Breast and St. Na- 
zaire, All winter and spring the disease has been making 
a few victims in the Dutch Province of Luxemburg and in 
the French Province of Brittany, and the great question 
has been what direction the epidemic would be likely to 
take when hot weather returned. We now see that an 
Luxemburg the disease has crossed the Rhine into Hol- 
land, and that in Brittany it is going back from rather 
than to the coast. 

Cholera has appeared among the German emigranta 
awaiting embarkation for America in Liverpool. The 
Germans went on board the Steamship Helvetia (sama 
line as the England and Virginia) for New York, but the 
disease manifested itself on board almost immediately aft- 
er her departure from Liverpool, and two deaths occurred 
before she crossed to Queenstown. She had to put back to 
Liverpool. The National Steam Navigation Company haa 
decided to stop German emigration by their vessels, and 
the British Government ordered a strict examination of ali 
German emigrants before their admission to England, . 








EDWIN M. STANT 


; been usual with some of the admirers of 
retary of War to compare him with CArnor, 
the war minister of the French revolution. The 
analogy may hold good in respect of the enthusiasm, 
nd inflexible honesty evinced by each 
ance of public duty ; but the burdens 
r imposed upon Mr. STanton far ex- 
ceeded in their magnitude and complication the ut- 
most of those that were borne by the celebrated 
Frenchman. ; 
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ness of devotion to the Union, and the extraordinary 
power he had manifested during the disas 
ing days of Mr, BucHANAn’s administration. 
those days of gloom and anxiety he was / . 
General, while Mr. Hour was Secretary of War, and 
Mr. Drx Secretary of the Treasury; and it was chiefly 
to him, and to these patriotic associates of his, that 
we owe the preservation of the Government from 
total shipwreck before the 4th of March, 1861, so 
that the helm of power could be put into the hands 
of Mr. Lincoty. The services which Mr. Stanton 
then rendered were known especially to Mr. Sr 
ARD, with whom, as the designated Secretary of 
State of the new Executive, he was in constant 
communication. Jt was also felt to be desirable to 
give a prominent part in the work of the Adminis- 
tration to some representative man of the War Dem- 
ocrats who were then nobly sustaining Mr. LiIncoLn 
in his efforts to vindicate the national integrity; and 
accordingly, when Mr. CAMERON left the War De- 
partment, Mr. Stanton took charge of it. 

At the time when Mr, Linco.tn appointed him 


to this office these two remarkable men, who were 
destined to an intimacy which history will never 
cease to remember, had not seen each other. The 
first meeting between them was when Mr. STANTON 
went.to the White House to receive his commission. 
We believe, also, that the first notice which the new 
Secretary received of his intended appointment was 
but the day before the nomination was sent to the 
Senate, when he was informed of it just as he was 
about to rise for the argument of a cause in the Su- 
preme Court. The relations thus commenced be- 
tween the President and the Secretary of War 
always remained exceedingly cordial; or, rather, 
they constantly became warmer and more confiden- 
tial, down to the last fatal day which ended Mr. 
Lincoun’s earthly career. While he was rarely 
seen at the offices of the other executive depart- 
ments, at the War Office he was not merely a fre- 
quent, but a constant visitor. His tall form, wrapped 
in his familiar gray shawl, was usually to be seen 
making its way along the back alley that leads 
there from the White House, at from 9 to 10 o’clock 


[May 26, 1866, 


in the morning, or about 4 in the afternoon; and 
persons who were admitted to see the Secretary on 
important business in his private room at those hours 
would sometimes find the President stretched upon 
the sofa there, as if the discussion between him and 
the Secretary had not yet been concluded. Indeed, 
the tie between them seemed to be quite as much 
that of private affection as of official duty; and 
when the catastrophe occurred which robed the na- 
tion in mourning, all will remember how admirably 
the confidence of the deceased statesman in his friend 
and adviser was justified by the latter. For a brief 
time, in that awful crisis, the whole Government 
seemed to rest upon the shoulders of the Secretary 
of War; and the country will not soon forget the 
manner in which the momentous trust was dis- 
charged. F 

Mr. Sranron is a native of Ohio, whither his 
parents emigrated from Culpepper County, Virgin- 
ia. He was born at Steubenville in 1815; sti died 
at Kenyon College in 1833, remaining there barely 
a year: served as a bookseller’s clerk at Columbus 
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at the same time that he was studying his future 
profession; was admitted to the bar in 1836, and 
began the practice of the law in Harrison County. 
He soon gained an extensive reputation for ability 
in the argument of abstruse questions of law, as 
well as for success with juries. The memory of 
some of his more remarkable efforts, especially in 
the latter department of his profession, is still fresh 
in all that part of Ohio and the neighboring region 
of Western Virginia. He also became known as 
an active politician of the Democratic party, of 
which Senators ALLEN and Tapran were then lead- 
ers in Ohio; and into the political contests which 
then prevailed he cast himself with all the fire and 
passion of his powerful nature. In 1848 he removed 
to Pittsburg, whence, in 1857, he transferred his 
residence to Washington, where his professional oc- 
cupations, especially in patent cases, soon became 
as constant as we presume they were profitable. 
Of his history in connection with the War Depart- 
ment it is not necessary that we should speak in 
these columns. The people know it already. 

Mr. Sranron is about five feet eight inches in 
height, and is a person of broad shoulders and heavy 
frame. His features are rather round and full, his 
hair very dark, though thin, and his complexion 
sallow. These peculiarities, combined with his 
intense and penetrating dark brown eyes, and his 
heavy beard, sprinkled freely with gray, give some- 
what of an Oriental air to his general appearance. 
Though his ordinary expression is thoughtful, ab- 
sorbed, and stern, his smile is gentle and winning 
as a woman’s. 

One of the most striking facts about Mr. Sran- 
TON is his indifference to the usual means of popu- 
larity. Though during the past four years no man 
has been triticised so vehemently as he, he bas not 
once undertaken to defend himself, either by his 
own hand cr that of any friend. The facts alleged 
against him might be either wholly fictitious or 
wholly misrepresented: he has treated them with 
the same patient neglect, as if confident that the 
future would do him justice, or careless of all wrong 
provided he himself felt that he was right. This 
habit seems to have been adopted by him before his 
advent to public office. His arguments in import- 
ant legal controversies he has taken no pains to 
preserve. In one of these, which related to the 
right of the Suspension Bridge Company at Wheel- 
ing to construct their bridge across the Ohio River, 
his plea is spoken of by those who had the luck to 
hear it as a most impressive performance, but we 
have not succeeded in procuring a printed copy of 
it. 

Mr. Sranton has been twice married. His pres- 
ent wife was Miss ELLEN Dickinson, of Pittsburg. 
He has four children: a son of some twenty-five 
years by his first marriage; and one son and two 
daughters, all yet little children, by the second. 


— 
(Entered according to Act of Congress, in the Year 1865, 


by Harper & Brothera,in the Clerk's Office of the Dis- 
trict Court for the Southern District of New York.] 
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CHAPTER XX. 


TuereE is a certain manner—the nautical 
name for which the writer has clean forgotten, 
though he assures the reader he once knew it— 
by which a vessel is advanced upon its way when 
steam or tide or wind fail it. Its anchor, with 
a stout cable attached, is carried forward in one 
of the ship’s boats and hooked on to some rock 
or iceberg ahead, the other end of the hawser 
being fastened to the capstan on board. With 
many a heave-ho the crew then ply their strength, 
as in a slow whirlwind, around the capstan un- 
til they and their vessel are drawn to the an- 
chor. The anchor is then again borne forward, 
and so the operation continued as long as may 
be necessary. 

And in the same way we will bear the anchor 
of this our bark ahead, and grapple it with this 
first day of March, 1865, and endeavor to—yes, 
warp, that is the word—warp ourselves up to 
that point; for, though all the world else moves, 
Somerville has seemed sorely to lack, so far as 
advance is concerned, of steam and tide—not 
of wind, only it has been perpetually shifting. 

Great events have befallen since Dr. Ginnis's 
house was burned—many of them. 

Vicksburg. The Somerville Star had ac- 
knowledged, after the fall of New Orleans, that 
the Mississippi River, Fort Pillow and Memphis 
having fallen, was open along its whole length 
to Federal navigation. Only a few days after 
its article in proof that this, so far from being 
an advantage, would be, like the capture of New 
Orleans, a positive disadvantage to the Feder- 
als, Vicksburg and Port Hudson are known to 
have suddenly arrested the navigation of the 
river, at which, with singular inconsistency, the 
Star greatly rejoices. Then follows the long 
story—oh, how long and weary in the slow tell- 
ing !—of the assault upon Vicksburg and the re- 
pulse. The episodical capture of Arkansas Post, 
though Somerville has accounts for weeks after 
that event of the escape on their way up the 
river, and their march across Tennessee to join 
Bragg, of the prisoners there taken. Next comes 
the wearisome digging of the famous canal, and 
its failure, proving that hydraulics and hydro- 
graphy are greatly neglected parts of civil en- 
gineering as taught at West Point. Great re- 
joicing in Somerville over that. Then comes 
Grant’s desperate march around and regular in- 
vestment of Vicksburg, at which also Somerville 
greatly rejoices. 

‘With Johnston in front of him, and Pem- 
berton in his rear cutting off his escape to the 
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river, we regard the annihilation or captcre of 
Grant’s entire army as a positive certainty,” 
says the Somerville Star for weeks. ‘‘ As to 
starving out Vicksburg, we happen to know it to 
be victualed for a two years’ siege.” 

Then follow tidings of the fall of Vicksburg. 
This is scouted with scorn. For weeks after, it 
is amazing how many gentlemen arrive, not in 
Somerville, but in its immediate neighborhood, 
who ‘are known to have left Vicksburg on the 
tenth or fifteenth of July, the place not having 
fallen then, nor having the least intention so to 
do.” 

Even when Vicksburg and Port Hudson are 
known to be captured—‘‘ We see only cause of 
congratulation in it,” says the Somerville Star. 
‘* First, because of the tremendous loss—one hun- 
dred and fifty thousand is the lowest estimate— 
of the Federals in capturing. those points; sec- 
ond, because it will occupy a large part of their 
army to garrison these places; third, in that 
guerrilla bands will as effectually prevent the 
navigation of the river as before !” ‘ 

Yes, there is the singular fact. We Secession- 
ists may attach infinite importance to an Object, 
may wait in most intense anxiety to know the 
result in regard to it, deny the capture of it in- 
dignantly for weeks after it has fallen, yet the 
instant it is known to be gone we 
care no more for it, wonder we ever have 
interested ourself so much in New Orleans, 
Vicksburg and Port Hudson, Chattanooga, At- 
lanta, Savannah, Mobile, whatever the object is 
in its turn; can even see now, are astonished 
we did not see it before, that the loss of each 
such place is on every account rather an advant- 
age than a disadvantage to us. Not merely in 
words only or in editorialsk—to some degree act- 
ually in heart it is so! No doubt there is, with 
the occurrence of each disaster to the Confed- 
erate arms, a secret undermining going on in 
the understanding and heart of each even of the 
most rabid Secessionists, but it is unacknowl- 
edged at ‘this period even to themselves. In 
exactly the same way, Dr. Ginnis, swelling and 
bursting to-day with some wonderful news of 
Foreign Intervention, Confederate Victory, and 
the like, abandons it to-morrow when it is known 
to be false, not only without much regret, but 
scarcely remembering even that he ever heard, 
much less believed, in any thing of the kind. 

‘* But who,” says Mr. Ferguson, ‘‘can reason 
in regard to lunacy, or analyze infatuation? 
There is something even awful in it,” he adds; 
‘a supernatural folly at which I shudder, as at 
the direct doing of Jehovah.” 

At which point Mr. Arthur corrects his friend 
by drawing distinction between the positive and 
the permissive providence of Heaven—a distinc- 
tion lost upon the Scotchman, who quotes the 
case of Pharaoh and the children of Israel to a 
frightful degree in these days. 

But even while we are scouting the lying ru- 
mors of the fall of Vicksburg all Somerville is 
electrified by tidings of the glorious victories of 
General Lee in Pennsylvania. The bells can 
not ring enough after the dispersion of the Penn- 
sylvania militia and the capture of forty thousand 
prisoners at Gettysburg. Brother Barker has 
been entrapped by false news so often by this 
time that he is far from being as credulous as of 
yore, yet, ‘‘ Do you imagine General Lee would 
have crossed the Potomac if he did not know 
what he was about? Believe it; yes, brethren, 
with all my soul!” For who can resist, if it was 
only the big bell of his own church, to which lit- 
tle Joe Staples clings, with brief relays for re- 
freshment, for hours at atime? And so, when 
he can have the bell stop long enough for him 
to be heard in special prayer, as on Sabbath, 
Brother Barker leaves all doubt in regard to his 
patriotism far behind. 

It was a singular coincidence that Orange, 
plowing in his master’s field, and Jem at work 
with his axe in the woods near Somerville, both 
paused from their labors at the first sound of the 
bells with about the same exclamation upon their 
lips. 
me Dar’s bad news for me /” 

They, and, of their colored friends, not they 
alone, had made about the same remark once or 
twice before at the sound of distant explosions, 
taking them to be cannon for victory. These 
reports, however, had turned out to be only the 





blowing up—quite a common incident—accident- 
ally, of powder-mills and all therein—no mistake 
about the bells, however. 

Not that, returning to Mr. Barker, his has been 
an altogether unruffled course. Like other em- 
inent confessors in all ages he has had his trou- 
bles also. Many, among the best of his church, 
have long ceased to attend thereat. There is 
Mrs. Juggins. 

‘*No, Brother Barker, I can’t do it. It was 
bad enough to see you, a preacher of the Gospel 
of peace, marchin’ along, as I see you that day 
in Somerville, with a gun on your shoulder, 
member of a company, practicing, too, with them 
at a mark, I’m told! But for a disciple of the 
blessed Jesus to preach and pray as you do is 
more’n I can stand. Not only it is nothin’ but 
politics, politics all the time with you in the pul- 
pit and out of it—no Gospel; but, then, you're 
fiercer than Staples or Lamum, actually blood- 
thirsty an’ bitter. God, He knows I love my 
country. I gave Tom for it, didn't I? Please 
God, I hope the Yankees may be whipped back 
where they come from. If they ain’t, it won't be 
for want of prayin’ for it here South !” 

** All the Union people have ceased to come 
to church long ago, and to support the ministry,” 
begins her spiritual leader. 

**Can’t help it, Brother,” says Mrs. Juggins, 
firmly ; ‘‘ the Colonel and I is getting old ; since 
Tom was killed, too, I’ve seen things diffrent. 
The Confederacy gaining its independence is a 
great thing, I dare say; but religion here, the 
reachin’ a better world after this, is a better thing 
still. Dare say you have no idea how you've 
stopped preaching and praying any thing but the 
Confederacy. And look at it. The Sabbath- 
school there in Somerville is broken up, they tell 
me. Except on some grand political occasion, 
they say you’ve only a handful to hear you. Then 
you know better’n I how many of the very pillars 
of our church, ministers even, some of them, 
has taken to drinkin’, cursin’, and swearin’, swin- 
dling, and all manner of wickedness. As to sin- 
ners, they are farther off than ever; and who's 
to blame ?” 

Yes, Brother Barker has a hard time of it as 
well as Mr. Arthur. Somehow his salary is very 
slow in_being paid, what little is promised, the 
relianc® he placed upon his Secessionist admirers 
in this matter being exceedingly mistaken ; ready 
enough.they are to crowd his church on every 
political occasion to hear, and to inflame and 
inflate by their presence the violence of, sermons 
and prayers for the South. 

‘*If the Almighty does not give victory to Gen- 
eral Lee in this his march upon our wicked foes, 
the very angels of heaven will be ready to revolt,” 
he had remarked one Sabbath morning in a ser- 
mon. Who could say more than that? Yet the 
subscription paper circulated the very day after 
on his behalf was far from as successful as it 
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should have been. ‘ We all greatly admire, es- 
teem, approve Brother Barker’s course—no man 
in all Somerville more patriotic and useful than 
he—yet the war has cut our means down so, and 
we have really so very many calls every week 
connected with the war, that we can not say at 
this moment what we can give, Brother ; we will 
think upon it, however, and let you know.” 

‘*No, Sir, you must excuse me,’’ Captain Sim- 
mons remarked when applied to. ‘‘ ‘True, I was 
early instructed to worship in the sanctuary, and 
I could at this moment repeat to you, sing to 
you to its own tune, the hymn ‘ Away, away ; 
away, away, away to Sabbath-school.’ True, I 
do drop in to hear the parson when he gives us 
a red-hot sermon, prayers, and all the trim- 
mings, on the times. But I can not disguise the 
fact that he is a—Yankee. My soul revolts at a 
Yankee and—you must excuse me.” 

There was the shameful way, also, in which 
Brother Barker was treated on his last visit to 
the Pines. The preacher is exceedingly averse 
to speaking of it, but it seems a camp of soldiers 
stationed there have varied their monotonous 
routine of slaughtering such fat beeves, and steal- 
ing such poultry and honey as they can lay hands 
upon, by insulting, hustling, throwing clods at 
Brother Barker on his last appointment. Not 
on Union principles at all—from sheer contempt 
of a religion which has ceased to awe them in 
reference to things spiritual in its superhuman 
exertions to instruct and excite them in reference 
to the Confederacy. 

Very slowly, indeed, the truth comes out in re- 
gard to the Gettysburg affair. Somerville has 
placed all its hopes on a long succession of he- 
roes, dropping them in turn as easily as it has 
done great cities; for the time, even General 
Lee lies shattered on the earth from his pedestal. 
The ebb and flow of feeling during these days 
among Secessionists and Union people—the one 
class being in the trough exactly at the instant 
the other is on the crest of the sea—who can 
describe ! 

Neither can be described the intense eagerness 
of Mr. Arthur, Dr..Warner, Mr. Ferguson, and 
all other Union people—it is amazing how many 
of them are left in Somerville still—for Federal 
papers. Colonel Guy Brooks, not a written line 
from him since he left, contrives to get papers 
to friends in Somerville. Isaac Smith, painter, 
too, little he cared for literature of any sort, still 
less his big and butter-making wife; new the zeal 
with which Isaac Smith, from within the Fed- 
eral lines, pours in letters and papers upon his 
wife is wonderful. Mrs. Smith’s little parlor 
sees, and sees very often too, visitors it never 
dreamed of before. Let fat Mrs. Smith get a 
package as large as your hand at night—and her 
mails almost invariably arrived at that period— 
before noon to-morrow she had a dozen applica- 
tions from friends to know the news. And a 
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great deal of news Isaac Smith managed to 
smuggle in; only, alas! Isaac, from long use per- 
haps of his brush, gave too much—so little prov- 
ing to be true. For, let the truthful record be 
made, we Union people in Somerville are al- 

most as credulous in regard to the news we wish 

to be true as are the Secessionists—not quite, 

almost. 

—— oh the eagerness with which we clutch 

a paper from the North 9 We get it as a great 

favor, to be read as rapidly as possible, to be 

returned exactly at such an hour to such a place. 

We button it up in our breast-pocket, and hurry 

home, for we dare dot be seen with it on the 

streets. Arrived at home, we arrest all the 
household work, turn the children ignominious- 
ly out of the room with terrible threats in case 
they come in again, which, by-the-by, they are 

sure to do a dozen times during the reading on 
pressing emergencies which can not be postponed 
a moment; and so we carefully unfold and read 
the precious paper aloud to wife or sister, to say 
nothing of all the Union people in the neighbor- 
hood cautiously summoned in to hear. The 

editorials, dispatches, items, advertisements of 

hair oil, and the like—with greedy hunger we 

Jet no morsel or crumb of the paper escape us. 

In spite of all the effort we made, a dozen readers 

or two have had the document before us, as doz- 

ens will, eagerly wondering why we can not re- 

member that others want the paper as well as 

ourselves and get through with it after us. In 

consequence of this, the paper is painfully il- 

legible at the folds; we have, in the centre of 

the’most interesting articles, to stop and puzzle 

around the chasms, often to take a flying leap 

over them and proceed. The little scraps of 

patriotic poetry, here and there, we often mem- 

orize even. And so the paper circulates till it 

is read, literally read, to shreds. 

There was Everett's speech at the Dedication 
at Gettysburg. Could the orator have imagined 
the zest with which his words there spoken would 
have been read from soiled and worn-out sheets 
by thousands at the South his soul would have 
burned with sublimer enthusiasm than any wak- 
ened in him by the audience then visible to his 
eye. Who of us forgets the keen enjoyment 
with which we read our first fairy tales in child- 
hood’s sweet hour—not so keen, so delicious that 
gratification as the reading, during the war, of 
all thoroughly American matter oozing in to us, 
parched with thirst, from abroad. The circula- 
tion through Somerville of one good paper of the 
kind did all the Union people—for if one indi- 
vidual thereof read it, every soul did or had it re- 
peated to him—evident good for weeks to come. 
Perhaps the shortness of the allowance—as with 
food doled out to the wrecked at sea—increased 
its value, months often elapsing between the ra- 
tions. Let us keep secret the absolute faith even 
Mr. Ferguson placed in the least assertions of a 
Northern paper, his belief herein as absolute and 
sweeping as was his unbelief in reference to the 
Somerville Star and all its kind. And, as men 
build a mural tablet into the wall of an edifice 
with due inscription, permit the insertion here 
of this profound truth, that in very much every 
sense of the word human.nature at the North 
and the South is exactly the same; with super- 
ficial differences we are at last One people. 

The fall of Vicksburg and Port Hudson and 
the victory at Gettysburg send the Union people 
of Somerville quite up upon the crest of the ever- 
rolling sea, and—Mr.- Ellis, Dr. Ginnis, lowest 
of all—the Secessionists down into the trough 
thereof for months to come. 

“I tell you, Lamum,” Dr. Peel says to the 
editor of the Somerville Star, toiling away cold, 
pale, steady as ever in his business of lying by 
power-press, ever consistent in falsehood what- 
ever news Bill Perkins brings in his budget—‘‘I 
tell you, man, one screw loose in the machinery 
of the Confederate Government is the way the 

Post-office is managed. What avails all you 
ay in your paper so long as there is a perpetual 
‘eam of private letters coming in to the con- 

y? Federal papers, too, these Union people 
are constantly getting them; letters, also, from 
friends in the Federal lines—such things provi- 
sion them, so to speak, to hold out. If a few 
more of them could be hanged—!” 

But this last remedy has been so thoroughly 
tried—not actually“in Somerville, as yet, but all 
around it. There was Mrs. Isaac Smith’s broth- 
er, John Jennings. Who did not know him? 
QGray-headed with fifty years of farming—farm- 
ing with his own hard hands alone these days, 
his boys being in the Confederate service, and 
he owning no negroes. 

*“*You see, Mr. Arthur,” Mrs. Isaac Smith 
says to that individual, who hurries to see her— 
is she not a member of his church ?—on hearing 
of the catastrophe, ‘‘they knew John was a 
Union man. He tried to help its being known, 
but he couldn’t. Not that he said any thing. 
Ile made a point to stay close at home—never 
opened his lips. But he was my brother, you 
know, and my husband being gone that was 
enough. Every once in a while he’d come down 
from his place—fifteen miles, you know, it is from 
liere—to bring me a little butter, or cheese, or 
wheat, whatever happened he could spare. Ever 
since Jim Boldin waylaid and shot down his own 
brother-in-law, Mr. Tanner—they do say Mrs. 
‘Tanner, his sister, who is a bitter Secessionist, 
actually put her brother Jim up to it—ever since 
‘anner was found lying dead in the road with a 
ball through his head for being a Union man, 
John has been eareful as a man could be. Let- 
ters from Isaac! How could John get letters 
from’ Isaac? As God hears me, Sir, John 
never saw one that I didn’t show him. But 
you've heard the story ;-I have no heart to tell 
it, hardened as I'm getting to almost any thing. 
A party of a dozen of them broke into his house 
at midnight: said to his daughters, poor things! 
screaming around, they only wanted to take him 
to Somerville to be conscripted. Sarah, the 









eldest, knew better; she clung to him till they 
tore her off, some of them holding her to the 
wall while they tied John’s hands. As they 
was dragging him out, Sarah she begged and 
screamed only to be let give him—her gray-head- 
ed old father—one last kiss; they wouldn’t let 
her do even that, the man holding her saying 
things—- Can you make yourself believe, Sir, 
that such a thing can be true in this Christian 
land?” says Mrs. Smith, speaking more slowly, 
exhausted with weeping till not a tear is left, 
emotion itself worn out from exercise so intense 
and so long. ‘Sarah here in the next room 
could tell you herself. They dragged that un- 
offending old man—lived fifteen years in the 
neighborhood—out of his house, mounted their 
horses, and rode off at full speed, holding the end 
of the rope. Of course when he couldn’t run he 
was dragged. Sarah tracked him next day by 
the bits of his clothes on the brush till she lost 
the trail over the rocks. No one but her, and 
she not twelve years old, near night she finds 
her father at last. They had hung him by the 
neck from a blackjack. God knows whether it 
was because they intended it, or because they 
did not know how to tie the rope so as to stran- 
gle, but he was warm yet when she came upon 
him. He had been hanging there in struggle 
and agony full fifteen hours. Sarah she had 
never thought to bring a knife—just think if 
you can of that poor young thing working 
there—” 

But here there is loud crying from the next 
room of the little house—Sarah has been wak- 
ened from her slumber of exhaustion by her 
aunt, who has forgotten in her excitement that 
her niece is asleep there. 

‘‘We must get used to it, man; like things, 
in all varieties of hellish wickedness, are taking 
place every hour,” says Mr. Ferguson, to whom 
Mr. Arthur has been telling the story. ‘The 
National Government will not or can not help 
us. For His own wise purpose the Almighty is 
leaving us to ourselves.” 

‘¢ But to me the strangest part of the infatua- 
tion of these men around us,” says Mr. Arthur, 
walking the floor of Mr. Ferguson’s room like a 
caged leopard, ‘‘is that they do not seem to un- 
derstand exactly where Dr. Warner and you 
and I and all other Union men of Somer¥ille— 
and I know of more and more of them every 
day-~actually stand. Do you suppose Mr. Ellis, 
Captain Simmons, Bob Withers, Ginnis, the 
Lamums, and the rest know that there is not an 
individual at the North, in the Federal army, in 
the Cabinet at Washington—not Lincoln him- 
self more thoroughly, utterly, absolutely—” 

‘*Sh-sh-sh, man, not so loud!” says cautious 
Mr. Ferguson. 

** And expect me actually to pray for the suc- 
cess—” 

‘*We must beware of becoming too excited. 
It is our duty to exercise the patience and meek- 
ness of the Gospel,” remonstrates the Scotchman 
at some length, whose feelings never assume the 
form of wrath, only of intense bitterness and con- 
tempt. ‘‘ Beware of becoming a Brother Bark- 
er, only on the opposite side,” adds this grizzled 
mentor. 

And it strikes this Telemachus that night, 
ruminating, Testament in hand, in his room at 
Mrs. Sorel’s, that he is sliding down into a con- 
dition to be alarmed at. He blames Mr. Bark- 
er, Mr. Ellis, and the rest—for what? For 
leaving the Gospel and the moderation of the 
Gospel behind them; for ceasing to have main 
reference to things spiritual, and becoming far 
too intensely interested in things of this world. 
Wonder if I'am not doing the very same thing ? 
he thinks. If they are too excited for what they 
call their country, am not I for what I regard as 
mine? ‘True, theirs is a wicked rebellion; my 
interest is in my country, in which is involved 
civilization, freedom, the Gospel itself— And 
all he can conclude is to set more vigorous watch 
upon his heart, out of which are all intemper- 
ate deeds, words, thoughts, feelings—the issues 
of life. For grace to do which"he prays there 
and then. Only there is the same sense of ex- 
haustion in prayer that there is in reading the 
Scripture and in preaching. Leading the life 
of a pariah with most in Somerville every day, 
so little encouragement, every emotion in such 
perpetual and intense play—thought, forever on 
the strain—insufficiency of actual labor to give 
relief—exhaustion. 

And Alice? Ifshe was a thousand miles away 
now! God forbid—she is all of hope he has. 
Yet, like the Princess of Fairy Tale, alive to her 
lover in all her charms, yet inclosed beyond any 
thing but mere sight in adamantine crystal. 

Oh yes, yes, of course, the writer knows all 
that fully as well as the reader; but Mr. Arthur, 
though he ought to have done so, doubtless did 
not. It is the easiest thing in the world for you 
to say how you would have gone boldly to her 
like a man; how you would, and long ago, have 
had a perfectly frank and full conversation with 
herself, and, if necessary, with her mother. You 
have a contempt for this Mr. Arthur for wait- 
ing, hoping, fearing so long. Very well; bet- 
ter despise him for cowardice in the matter than 
that the one who pens these lines should despise 
himself for telling a falsehood in the matter. 
**Tf I was Alexander I would do so and so,” 
said Hephestion. ‘‘ And so would I were I He- 
phestion,” replied Alexander. You have, dear 
reader, first to be Mr. Arthur, defects and all, 
and then to be exactly in Mr. Arthur’s rather 
peculiar position, before you can decide how he 
should have acted. 

‘We so-called Union people here in Somer- 
ville are like— By we Ido not mean to include 
you, Miss Alice,” says Mr. Arthur to her one 
day. He has made his semi six-months’ call 


at Mrs. Bowles’s, and finds that lady away from 
home assisting down-town in the preparations 
for a supper in behalf of the sick soldiers—the 





proceeds somehow never reaching them in its 





transit through so very many hands—very little 
at least—and that paper-money into which the 
specie paid in has become singularly transmuted. 
We dare not stop to ask whether, before calling 
at Mrs. Bowles’s, Mr. Arthur knew or not of 
that lady’s absence. How could he, in that 
case, have conscientiously asked Miss Alice if 
her mother was at home? 

“The Union people in and around Somer- 
ville,” he repeats, having corrected himself from 
daring to class his fair friend among them, “ are 
like the early Christians.” 

‘‘ In purity of purpose or in degree of perse- 
cution?” asks Alice, looking up—what beauti- 
ful eyes! thinks her visitor—from her sewing. 
Was ever woman lovelier? demands Mr. Arthur 
of himself, warming himself in her presence aft- 
er long dwelling among winds and frosts and 
icebergs without. 

‘Tt was of their kindly feeling toward each 
other that I spoke,” says he. ‘Not a day I do 
not hear of some charitable and generous deed. 
You have long heard of old Mr. Adams—” 

‘¢Ts it not strange that so large a slaveholder 
should be a Union man? You know he openly 
avows it,” says Alice. 

‘* He is far from being the only slaveholder—” 
begins Mr. Arthur, but prudently halts. ‘‘ He 
has had the reputation heretofore of being‘rath- 
er—rather—” 

‘* A penurious old gentleman,” supplies Alice, 
demurely. “‘Proverbially so, I fear.” 

‘* Well, his corn-cribs, fodder-stacks, smoke- 
houses, grain-bins, poultry-yard seem to have 
ceased to be his own this last year. He gives 
away as freely as water. People send out their 
wagons, and help themselves as a matter of 
course. Provided, you know—” 

‘©The applicant be thoroughly disloyal—to the 
Confederacy I mean,” says Alice with, did ever 
woman have so sweet a smile since Eve was cre- 
ated? says Mr. Arthur, to himself. ‘Oh, yes,” 
she continues, ‘‘ Mr, Neely was telling me of it 
when he was here last night ; no, it was when he 
was here last week. He tells me the Union peo- 
ple are more like one family dwelling over town 
in different houses—what belongs to one belongs 
to all. I happened to pass Mrs. Isaac Smith’s 
this morning, and I noticed no less than three 
wagons unloading sacks of something—pigs, tur- 


‘keys, chickens, corn—almost every thing, and 


met two immense ox teams going in that direc- 
tion with wood as I came away.” 

Like one family? More loving with each 
other than the members of families generally 
are. Those of the Union people in Somerville 
who did not even know of each other’s names or 
existence had long now become well acquainted. 
Long before this had old quarrels between such 
of these as had been at variance ceased. No 
distinction of occupation, denomination, prop- 
erty between these any longer. ‘Treated with 
contempt, at least coldness, by all Secessionists, 
Union people can not even pass each other on 
the street without stopping to shake hands. On 
the most frivolous pretenses, and on none at all, 
they are visiting each other, specially when ‘‘ dis- 
astrous news” is afloat, all the day. The very 
children of Union parents confidently expect 
now, when they pass him on the street, as much 
of a smile as Mr. Ferguson ever manages to 
radiate through his beard. As to that, more 
than once or twice has sober little Robby Sorel 
come home laden with gifts from men he has 
met in town of whom he only knows that they 
asked his name. 

And how Mr. Arthur cherishes, hidden among 
his sermons, letters of encouragement, anony- 
mous, honestly signed, drop-letters from persons 
in Somerville, long letters from strangers living 
far away. Letters in which the writers venture 
decided opinions in reference to current events 
in guarded language, but with such an air of 
being arrived at on the part of the writers after 
much thought, and as original and remarkable 
discoveries as makes Mr. Arthur smile. The 
plain country people that take Mr. Arthur cau- 
tiously to one side when they meet him, and 
break to him, in exceedingly prolix and round- 
about way, their views, or ride out, introduce 
themselves, and spend the night at Mrs. Sorel’s 
to do the same, each displaying his devotion to 
the Union and his execration for the Confed- 
eracy from within a hundred wrappings, like a 
precious jewel peculiar to the speaker’s self. And 
the delight, too, mingled with fears that he may 
not be prudent as he should be, of the new friend 
when he finds Mr. Arthur, with exactly the same 
opinions, so very decided and clear. 

Not plain people, obscure and quiet only. 

‘*Parson Arthur, hold up a minute, I want to 
say a word to you,” says Bob Withers, whom 
Mr. Arthur meets face to face on horseback in a 
sequestered spot near Somerville. And Mr. Ar- 
thur complies, but with very cold manner, for, 
like almost every man of his class in Somerville, 
Mr. Withers is very shy of Mr. Arthur in pub- 
lic; Mr. Arthur, therefore, is doubly shy of him. 
But Bob's open, cordial face is irresistible. 

‘*I’'ve wanted to speak to you for a long time. 
But in strict confidence, by George! mind—in 
strict confidence, Parson. You look pale and 
worn, and go about Somerville looking as if you 
didn’t have a friend there. I wanted to tell you 
it's a mistake—you’ve plenty, only we don’t like 
just now, by George! to showit. You just hold 
out, Parson, that’s what you've got to do, hold 
out! LI ain’t a professor myself, as you well 
know, though if I don’t get to heaven at last it’s 
a poor chance for most Christians, by George! J 
know. When this thing came about, do you 
suppose I didn’t know as well as you and Brooks 
and the rest it was a piece of the most in-fer-nal 
folly? What could a fellow do, by George! 
We were in it, you see. But it’s worse than I 
ever thought it could be. Worse? ‘The lying, 
swindling, shirking, stealing, murdering, un-i- 
ver-sal scoundrelism! Oh, never mind, by 
George! You only hold out—that’s what I say, 





hold out! And if you think 1 don’t know as well 
as you that this whole thing is hurrying, like ey- 
ery other spree, slam bang to eternal smash, you 
are just, by George! mistaken. Yes, Sir-ree !” 

And Mr. Arthur does not see his way clear to 
refuse the double eagle Bob Withers insists upon 
leaving with him as a token of regard when they 
part at last. As to that, no one can write a let- 
ter or speak a word, ‘‘in confidence between us 
Sir,” without doing something of the same kind. 
Though Brother Barker even would have been 
almost satisfied with the coldness with which 
Bob Withers and Mr. Arthur pass each other on 
the street the very next day. 

In fact Bob Withers is very far from being the 
only prominent Secessionist of whom Mr, Ar- 
thur could have told some singular things if he 
had wished. But who dare say what is done 
toward this by Vicksburg, Port Hudson, and 
Gettysburg ? 

Even the grand old Major seems to look down 
more benignantly than of old from his frame, this 
spring morning of eighteen hundred and sixty- 
four, upon Mr. Arthur thawing himself in the 
society of the Major’s daughter. Very dignified 
and reserved indeed the visitor intended to be 
when he found, so very unexpectedly, that he 
must be entertained by the daughter instead of 
the mother. It was, after all formal inquiries 
in reference to Rutledge Bowles, at whose name 
both color simultaneously; after being fully in- 
formed in reference to Mrs. Bowles’s health, 
whom he already knows to have become grayer, 
thinner, more nervous than ever from what he 
has casually heard and seen of her; after Alice 
has volunteered to speak of the school she is in- 
tending to keep, after all this and a little old 
music too, that Mr. Arthur, slipping from sheer 
force of habit, permits himself to speak of poli- 
tics by the reference to the kindliness among 
Union people. 

He ventures, Mrs. Sorel and Robby being men- 
tioned, to tell how the latter is advancing in his 
studies. Nor can he resist the inclination by 
this time to relate how Robby was assaulted for 
about the hundredth time on his last errand into 
Somerville by Joe Staples. But Mr. Arthur re- 
frains from mentioning the artillery of Yankee, 
free negro, Abolitionist, traitor, and a good deal 
worse with which Robby was assailed. That he 
and every child of every Union parent had long 
ago become accustomed to, though it took a long 
time before Robby could endure being cursed as 
an Abolitionist, that being something ingrained 
into him as far worse than any other epithet in 
the world—the quintessence of all abuse. But 
when Joe Staples actually seized upon the bridle 
of Robby’s pony, and would not let the child 
pass till he had been sufficiently cursed, nothing 
being left for it, Robby slipped off his pony, left 
him to his fate, and pitched in, demure little 
fellow as he was, with his neat jeans suit and 
his hair fresh from his mother’s brushing, and, 
with the sudden ferocity unknown to his mother 
and himself under surface of his sober sense, 
gave Joe Staples such a drubbing as increases 
tenfold Staples Senior’s hatred for the Union 
people, and causes Mr. Ellis to caution his Char- 
ley that night at table against ever associating 
with a boy so desperately depraved as Robby 
Sorel. 

‘And she to set herself off from every body, 
and pretend to be so very strict with her chil- 
dren!” says Mrs. Ellis from her bed in the next 
room. ‘You hear whatI say, children? If ever 
I know of your associating yourselves with 
them—” And so on, and so on. 

“Do you know,” says Alice, at last, ‘‘ that 
Mrs. Warner and Mr. Ellis, and the others who 
have withdrawn from the church, are greatly of- 
fended that you never have called even to see 
them since they withdrew ?” 

“And when they have urged me so often to 
do so, too,” adds her visitor, reflecting her smile. 
‘Would you have me doso, Alice—Miss Alice ?” 

What a nameless charm in the very parting 
of her hair, in the plain collar around her neck, 
in the flow of her calico dress—one she has had 
now four years if he only knew it—a divine 
grace, a heavenly sweetness! After so long, 
long a period, too, of anxiety, disappointment, 
alienation from a hundred friends! Of course 
he exaggerated her, idealized, apotheosized—just 
as we must not trust what is said of Italy by 
travelers fresh from long and bitter travel in 
crossing the Alps. So rapidly and thoroughly 
has this lover thawed, beyond all his resolves 
when he first bowed to her, on principle not 
even shaking hands with her on his first com- 
ing! Five minutes more, and, having lost all 
resolve to the contrary as if it had never been, 
Mr. Arthur will have learned his fate. A dis- 
course infinitely more impassioned and eloquent 
than he had ever favored her with from the pul- 
pit already burns on his lips, when—the big bell 
of Brother Barker’s church first, then, clamor- 
ing in as for their places in a procession, one by 
one, every bellin Somerville! Really and truly 
it was the great, hidden, unacknowledged move- 
ment, from the recent Federal successes, which 
had thrown these two thus so close together. 
At the first blow made by Joe Staples—yet stiff 
from his drubbing but a martyr to the cause— 
upon the big bell, these two are far asunder. 
His fault, his, not hers!- 

And here are Mrs. Bowles and Mr. Necly. 
Great news, glorious news! From the States 
west of the Mississippi this time. Banks is re- 
pulsed at Mansfield, eight hundred wagons, fifty 
cannon, innumerable prisoners, all the gun-boats 
and transports; not the least doubt but the next 
mail will bring accounts of the capture or de- 
struction of the last vestige of the Federal forces. 

Slight, pallid, enthusiastic Mrs. Bowles! She 
strives, even in the excess of her joy, to be quiet 
from habitual refinement, but fairly radiates with 
exultation. And Mr. Necly! Getting quite fat, 
physically as well as pecuniarily, upon his con- 
tractorship, he is rosy as morning, rubbing his 





May 26, 1866.] 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


327 








hands, pulling down his waistcoat, jubilant in 
every curl of his hair, in every motion of his 
body, for he can not sit still! If any thing was 
needed to brim his cup it was meeting Mr. Ar- 
thur in just that parlor on just that occasion. 
Even the old Major overhead beams upon them 
in grander proportions, struggling in his frame 
to speak. 

And just at this juncture it is that Brother 
Barker makes that fatal mistake of his. The 
Somerville Star is full of the news. Tim Lam- 
um and Bob Withers shake hands over it—alien- 
ated during three months before from something 
rising out of poker. Dr. Peel has read the dis- 
patches aloud in a dozen crowds, with running 
oaths of confirmation. Even Bill Perkins, fallen 
back into a mere stage-driver on account of Con- 
federate disasters he has been bringing so long, 
with vague sense on the part of the people that he 
is somehow to blame for them, is treated till he 
can not stand. Dr. Ginnis, inflated, from the 
shabbiest collapse, in five minutes, by the news, 
to his fullest former proportion, is up and down 
every street, in and out of every store in the 
place, slapping his hands together, drawing back 
his sleeves, wheezing but irrepressible, gesticu- 
lating though he can not speak. 

There is Mrs. Warner; from some sudden 

whirl, given by the Confederate disasters, she 
has been prophesying defeat and ruin to the 
South for weeks on weeks now. Not a bit less 
vituperative. She plies her snuff-stick as en- 
ergetically as ever, denouncing the swindling, 
stealing, lying officials of the Confederacy, their 
cowardice nd inaction! She does not stop 
with, ‘* We are whipped—whipped, I tell you!” 
but even adds, ‘‘ And I’m glad of it, because I 
hope the Federals will catch and hang these mis- 
crable fellows loafing about with their stripes 
and ambulances and things, when they ought 
to be off at the front, as they call it, fighting !” 
All of which falls incessant upon Dr. Warner, 
who droops his head and takes it, conscious of 
being in some general way guilty of it all him- 
self. Even if he is balder these days, what he 
loses in hair he makes up in flesh—a storm- 
beaten mariner, but used to the squall and gust. 
The instant Dr. Warner could tell his wife this 
Jast news, before he had got it half out of his lips, 
his wife had snapped her forefinger and thumb, 
and thrust the former within half an inch of his 
nose, 
‘* Didn't I tell you so, Dr. Warner? I want 
you to tell me that this instant! Didn't I tell 
you so? Didn't I tell you, over and over and 
over again, we would whip them yet? Always 
croaking !—telling me about your Gettysburgs 
and Vicksburgs till I was sick of the sound! 
And you a pious man—at least, pretend to be, 
and doubt that God is a just Being! Wanted 
me to laugh at Brother Barker.” 

Which brings us back to the fatal mistake 
made by that clergyman when the news comes 
of Banks’s repulse. 

‘“*T hope so, I hope so!” he says, having hold 
of Mr. Ellis’s hand, with peculiarly mournful in- 
tonation of the word ‘‘ hope ;” *‘but I fear not. 
We have been so often deceived—I myself, on 
one occasion—by mere idle rumors. You, as a 
Christian, will understand me when I say I see 
the hand of Satan, the Father of Lies, often put 
forth these days. For some inscrutable purpose, 
always against the best and holiest of causes; 
but,” adds Brother Barker, with a sorrowful 
shake of his head, ‘‘ we are not ignorant of his 
devices. I hope so, Brother Ellis, but I fear not, 
fear not.” 

Even Mr. Ferguson, pasting the dispatches as 
they come into his Scrap-book—with grim un- 
belief upon the surface of his beard, though sin- 
cerest apprehension is tugging at its rogts—even 
Mr. Ferguson might have admired the sorrow- 
ful, not to say morose, disbelief in the glorious 
tidings by Brother Barker, as he shakes himself 
away, with boding head and sorrowful hand, 
through the crowds upon the streets. 

Long ago, like all his class, his chiefest asso- 
ciations have been, especially on the street, with 
striped officials and brass-buttoned heroes. He 
may be talking with Sam Peters about his bad 
fall from his horse, awfully exaggerated by Sam ; 
or with Smithers, also a member of his church, 
about Mrs. Smithers’s last worthless runaway 
of a cook; even with Mrs. Warner, who regu- 
larly attends his church now, and always bewails 
Mr. Arthur’s course in conversation with her new 
pastor—whoever it is with whom he is speaking, 
let Brother Barker but catch sight of a military 
man passing, or over the street, and, with a 
hurried excuse, he is off to speak to the son of 
Mars, or to get an introduction—oftener to in- 
troduce himself, if unacquainted. 

But when this news of our glorious victory 
over Banks in Louisiana arrives, Brother Barker 
fails to render to Cwsar the things that are 
Cesar’s. 

‘* I hope so, Captain Simmons—ho-p-e so,” he 
says, steadily resisting the universal Faith and 
Joy, gently deprecating it, with open hand, as a 
father among his thoughtless children—“ but 
I fear not, f-e-a-r not!” 

And this illustrates just what Mr. Neely so 
bitterly bewails—the deep-seated, utterly incura- 
ble want of faith in even the most thorough- 
going of Northern-born Secessionists on the part 
of Southern-born men. 

‘*Gentlemen, you see that person who has 
just left us,” says Captain Simmons, full of sol- 
emn joy, and something else, over the news, his 
left arm around a friendly post; ‘Rev. [hic] 
Mr. [hic] Barker, resi-resident clergy-clergyman 
of this commun-munity. Did you ob—[{hic]— 
observe the statement he imparty-imparted to me 
[hic]? We having ful-fullest dispatches of a 
glori-glorious achev-y-achievement, he, that [hic] 
individual, doubts it, gently-gentlemen, doubts 
it!” (Intense scorn.) ‘‘ But do you conjy-con- 
jecty-conjecture the reason? A Yankee! Iady- 
admit he toils hard [hic] to hide it—very hard. 





It will come out. Not a Yankee in [hic] the 
whole Confedy-Confederacy this day [hic] but is 
a double traitor—traity-traitor to his own sick- 
sack-section, and a traitor to [hic] us. My car- 
liest inf-infancy was, I may say, sat-sit-saturated 
with reverence for the cloth. But that Yankce, 
Bub-Barker, I revolt from. To those of his birth 
I apply the language of the—the hymn: ‘Touch 
not, taste not, handle not !’” 

Is it reasonable, therefore, to ‘wonder at the 
frantic effort made by Brother Barker to right 
himself, when it is established beyond all doubt 
that Banks has really been repulsed ? ‘ Eager 
as Mr. Ferguson and the rest of the Union peo- 
ple are to stave off that conviction, strange to sav, 
the fact of the affair breaks at last upon thein 
not more against their wishes than it does upon 
the preacher against his! Frantic effort? Broth- 
ér Barker finds Prophecy which bears direct upon 
it. In the course of a sermon on the golden 
image which Nebuchadnezzar set up, after prov- 
ing that the erection of the Washington Monu- 
ment at Washington City, being as palpable an 
idolatry as in the case of the Babylonish king, 
was doubtless the grand sin for which the South 
was chastised, Brother Barker gave in his pain- 
ful experience as an unbeliever in reference to 
the late news. With tears he made a clean 
breast of it: 

“As lack of faith, brethren, in Kirby Smith, 
it was no sin; as lack of faith in Heaven, pledged 
by all its attributes to the cause of the South, it 
was a great sin. Pardon your most unworthy 
speaker”’—bowed head, wet eyes, handkerchief. 
“And at this very moment, while I stand here 
before you”—handkerchief dropped on the desk, 
arms extended at their full length upward, eyes 
upon the ceiling above the pulpit, lank hair fall- 
ing back from the head bowed backward—‘** the 
angels in heaven, seraphic Stonewall Jackson 
towering among them, all who have gone thither 
by mill—thousands from our glorious battle- 
fields, all heaven!”—extended arms farther ex- 
tended to take it all in—‘‘ from innumerable 
harps rings Jubilee over our victory at Mans- 
field!” Speaker stationary for a moment in 
thrilling tableau ; then slowly-falling eyes, then 
hands, then head. 

‘¢ But” —handkerchief, sip of water, tone fall- 
en from ecstasy to commonplace—‘‘ let us note, 
in the fourth place, who are destroyed by the 
Furnaée Flames.” Which proves in some way 
to have been the Federal Government. 

If we think we can depart when the sermon 
is over we are mistaken. Brother Barker—very 
hoarse—has been, as we brethren may be aware, 
in attendance last weck at the regular semi-an- 
nual meeting of our Church in the State. A 
full attendance, as we are happy to know. Sub- 
ject of the support of the ministers; fully dwelt 
upon this by the preacher. One or two other 
matters before we come to the main business 
done by said meeting, brethren. 

And here Brother Barker proceeds to read in 
his best manner a Whereas, with ten resolutions 
thereupon, passed unanimously at said meeting, 
in enthusiastic eulogy, exultation, prophesy, in 
reference to the Confederate Government in gen- 
eral, and one or two Major-Generals in particu- 
lar—the well-known morals, or rather immorals, 
of said individuals causing their names to have 
an odd sound, as of Saul among the Prophets, 
in that connection. 

One thing more—the collection for Brother 
Barker's support. 

‘**Not that you do not mean well by putting in 
Confederate money, dear brethren,” the preach- 
er mildly expostulates as the hats go around ; 
“not that I will not gladly do all in my power 
to sustain the currency. But you know as well 
as I that it rates only at twenty for one. Even 
at that, people, I grieve to say, will not touch it 
when they can possibly avoid it. Of their gold 
and silver Scripture invariably represents the 
generous as contributing ; it is surely of our Lest 
that we should give to the House of the Lord, 
Understand me, brethren, not that I—” 





SOUTHERN PICTURES. 


Ovr artist gives the following description of the 
sketches which we publish on pages 328 and 329: 


“BIG ROCK AND LITTLE ROCK, 

*‘ Little Rock, the capital of Arkansas, seems to 
thrive pretty well, notwithstanding that business is 
dull and likely to remain so till the prospects of 
this year’s crop are decided. There is stationed at 
this place the Nineteenth Regular Infantry and the 
Third Cavalry, as well as some colored troops on 
the other side of the river. The Quarter-masters 
and Commissaries are reducing their departments, 
and the extensive army hospital around the Masonic 
College is almost deserted. Labor is in demand, and 
all the industrious colored population are doing well. 
There is less of squalor among the race here than 
elsewhere. Military occupation is a fact which 
every where stares one in the face; and the defens- 
ive lines that surround the city are still compara- 
tively perfect. : 

Big Rock is two or three miles above Little Rock 
on the opposite side of the river, although after 
crossing the ferry at the latter place it takes a 
round of ten miles to reach the former. The Ar- 
kansas River makes here a pretty reach, the bluff 
called Big Rock being a good feature in the picture. 
The river is not usually so high as represented in the 
two cuts on page 328, 

‘* CREVASSE AT BATON ROUGE. 

‘‘ This terrible break in the levee, over a mile in 
length, has flooded a hundred miles of the country, 
and is pushing out to the ocean by way of Berwick 
Bay. Planters all along the route taken by the 
waters have no hopes of a crop this year. Fields 
of cane, cotton, and corn, flourishing well before, 
are now under the flood—which, without hindrance, 
is pouring over the low lands to the bayous beyond. 


| So sudden was the break that, besides overflowing 





the farms, it in some instances drove away the fam- 
ilies, who escaped by skiffs from the houses, leaving 
hens, turkeys, and all live-stock to their fate. No 
attempt has been made to stop the crevasse; and 
indeed it would be impossible to effect any thing 
until the river has fallen again, of which there is no 
immediate prospect. The river is on the right of 
the sketch on page 329, the break extending from 
the figures on the levee to huts in the distance.” 
A Louisiana paper, speaking of this subject, says : 
“ From every part of the State come up, in response to 
our daily records and warnings, the most touching lam- 
entations because of the overtiowing floods. The great 
crevasses in West Baton Rouge have been abandoned, 
nd tive, people of that parish, and of Iberville and Point 
(ou e, driven in great numbers from their homes, many 
u to perish miserably. The accumulating waters 
i these crevasses have also filled up the neighboring 
bayous and basins so that a large portion of the Atchafa- 
laya country is already flooded, and the people have fled 
to the highlands. And now, in the midst of all this actu. 
al desolation, come sweeping down upon us floods from tie 
Missouri, the Arkansas, Red, and-all the other tributaries 
of the mighty Father of Rivers, threatening to wash away 
whatever little of dry land is left to us.” 


WASHINGTON MARKET. 


In a city which boasts the best markets of the 
world as regards the excellence of the commodities 
offered for sale in them it is shameful that these 
markets should be, of all others, the most filthy in 
their surroundings and the meanest in their struc- 
ture. 

For the present necessities of the city their situa- 
tion is unfavorable. They are not sufficiently cen- 
tral; they were built over a century ago, when they 
were probably very conveniently located, but now 
they are in the most commercial quarters of the 
city, where they are least needed. They are difti- 
cult of access, also, on account of the crowded streets, 
Why can we not have in the more central portion 
of the island large, clean, and tastefully-constructed 
markets, such as shall be an ornament to the city 
instead of being, as now they are, reckoned as nui- 
sances ? 

Of our large markets Washington Market, of 
which we give an illustration on page 332, is the 
oldest. Its first charter dates from 1686—a cen- 
tury before the establishment of our republic, and 
long before the birth of the illustrious patriot from 
whom it was afterward named. 





SPRING. 


Sweer Spring has come, and once again, 
O’er hill and plain, 

She weaves her carpet soft and green, 

In brightest shades of emerald sheen, 

With pinks and crocuses between ; 
And lays it down 

Where late the white and chilly snow, 
So loth to go, 

Leak’d off and left the earth so brown. 


Sweet Spring has come, she wakes again ; 
For hark! a strain 

Of woodland welcome soothly rings ; 

The air is stirr’d with glancing wings, 

With crystal pipes and twitterings, 
From conscious birds : 

While lambkins sporting on the mead, 
With velvet tread, 

Skip in and out among the herds. 


Sweet Spring has come; we through the shade 
Of bower and glade 

Can trace her pathway in the dark, 

By silver glints from larchen bark, 

And purpling bud-lights on the stark 
And leafless boughs; 

Or by the gleams from sunlit streams, 
Whose dancing beams 

The gentle ferns mistake for vows. 


Sweet Spring has come, and in my heart 
Its passions start, 

Joy’s babbling brooklets gayly sing, 

Like silver chimes that sweetly ring, 

And new-plumed hopes take lighter wing, 
And mount above; 

E’en star-bright eyes and rose lips fair 
Spring blooming there, 

And promise autumn wealth of love. 





HOME AND FOREIGN GOSSIP. 


Tur pedestrians of New York city make no special 
claim to any “right of way” in the streets. To be sure 
it is necessary to cross these streets frequently ; but cars, 
carts, and carriages never deign to regard those who hum- 
bly go on foot. Nor do the ‘‘ footers” expect any such at- 
tention. If, by means of dodging behind one vehicle, and 
before another, and running alongside of a third a while, 
they succeed in crossing without being crushed, they are 
simply thankful, and never for an instant cherish the idea 
that they had the slightest right to be in the street at all. 

Moreover, our citizens have uncomplainingly and gen- 
erously surrendered a large portion of the sidewalks, 
which are generally supposed to be for the special use of 
pedestrians. Apple-stands, newspaper stalls, and innu- 
merable miniature bazars for various merchandise, have 
long been patiently tolerated. Inch by inch has the en- 
croachment continued until the majority of second-class 
shops—to say nothing of many that would refuse to be 
so called—are literally turned inside out. Pendent rows 
of slaughtered animals, artistically arranged over barrels 
of potatoes and turnips, signal a market within. The cor- 
ner grocery sign extends far and wide in the shape of boxes 
of hard soap, casks of dried apples, and baskets of beans 
and pease; while one’s head is not unfrequently entan- 
gled in the melange of hoop skirts and brilliant-colored 
flannel and delain which wavingly announce that dry- 
goods “are sold here” for ‘+less than cost." But New 
Yorkers bow their heads submissively, beat a retreat it 
necessary, OF pass on. , 

There is, however, a limit beyond which forbearance 
ceases to be a virtue, Some of our sidewalks appear to be 
exclusively used for lumber-rooms and packing places ; 
and locomotion through them is next to an impossibility. 
Pass down Beekman Street, for example, or you can find 


an equally good (?) specimen in many other directions if 
you prefer. Boxes, barrels, casky, and bales of goods 
literally crowd the sidewalk. Bundles of rags, and news- 
papers, and packages of every conceivable kind of mer- 
chandise are stored, apparently, on the flag-stones, A 
man weighing a hundred and twenty, or a woman with 
the smallest possible crinoline, would be imperiled by the 
attempt to squeeze through, to say nothing of garments 
soiled and rent. But perhaps this is some extraordinary 
emergency, @ mere temporary state of thinge. Keturn a 
couple of hours later, the blockade continues. Come back 
again to-morrow, or next week, and the sidewalks are es- 
sentially in the same condition. 

Really it does not seem that it would be unreasonable 
to mildly suggest that a small passage way be reserved on 
the sidewalk for those who do not invariably ride in ca 
or carriages. 


The May Anniversaries appear to have been carried on 
with unusual spirit and interest this year, This was 
doubtless due in some measure to the series of bright, 
sunny days which adorned last week; and which enticed 
many to venture out who are ordinarily “keepers at 
home.” Among the many m®etings of interest, the Anni- 
versary of the Institution of the Deaf and Dumb, that of 
the Institution for the Blind, and the “Howard Mission 
and Home for Little Wanderers” were especially attract- 
ive. Ten thousand dollars were contributed to the latter 
Society, several gentlemen giving one thousand each. At 
the reunion of the American Congregational Union, six 
thousand five hundred dollars were donated, at the instance 
of General Howard, for the purpose of establishing a church 
in Washington, where the * truth" should be ** outspoken" 
and ** proclaimed aloud,” 





Of course, during this coming season, all cases of colic, 
cholera morbus, cholera infantum, dysentery, and of ey- 
ery kindred disease, will be regarded by the unthinking 
masses as instances of genuine Asiatic cholera, Let those 
who can think be sensible, and avoid alike the two ex 
tremes—carelessness and fear. 


Something like the following is said to be an everyday 
scene: 


“Omnibus crowded. Enter two young la~ of the fe- 
male persuasion. Crentleman, rising to one of Y. L.'s, 
‘Take this seat, Miss,’ No. 1 to lady No. 2, * Yor 
it, Katy.’ No. 2, ‘No, you take it, Mary de 
*Oh no, Katy, I'd rather stand; you sit down.’ No. 2, 
*No, no; I can just as well stand.’ No. 1,‘ You had bet- 
ter sit down, Katy.’ Skirts rustling, mey standing crowd- 
ed, door half-way open, and wind blowing in the dust, 
No, 2, ‘Won't you take it? Well, then,’ to No. 1, * you 





are very kind, Mary dear,’ Ruetles skirts, spreads dress, 
flirts veil into eyes of old gentleman on one side, and janis 
elbow into hat of young gentleman on the other, and~ 
settles, Gentleman who surrendered seat having been 
utterly ignored in this conversation, vows, as he hangs on 
the conductor's strap, he will never rise again, uot for a 
princers." we 

The Parisian correspondent of one of our daily journals 
states that a French workman has just completed for the 
Duke of Wellington a watch of novel and peculiar con- 
struction, the idea of which was conceived by the Duke 
himeelf, who is well known to be of an impatient temper, 
and can not pass half an hour in apy one's society with- 
out feeling an irresistible inclination to look at his watch, 
This being very impolite the Duke devised an ingenious 
plan to ascertain the hour without any one.present being 
the wiser for it. The watch manufactured for him is a 
silent repeater. It is provided with a spring, upon touch- 
ing which a small hammer issues from the case and strikes 
the hour in the palm of the person's hand who holds it, 
The Duke will merely need toelip his hand carelessly into 
his pocket, touch the epriug, and he is immediately in- 
formed of the time of day. The only difficulty will be 
that all the papers will publish a description of the trinket, 
and the Duke find it somewhat embarrassing to put his 
hand in his pocket without having his secret discovered. 


The death of Mrs. Carlyle took place under very pecul- 
iar circumstances. She was taking Ler usual afternoon 
drive in Hyde Park, when her little favorite dog, which 
was running by the side of the brougham, was run over 
by a carriage. She was greatly alarmed, though the dog 
was not seriously hurt. She lifted the dog into the car- 
riage and the man drove on. Not receiving any call or 
direction from his mistress, as was usual, he stopped the 
carriage and discovered her, as he thought, in a fit or ill, 
and drove to St. George's Hospital, which was near at 
hand, When there it was discovered that she must have 
been dead some little time. Mrs. Carlyle’s health had 
been for several months feeble, but not in a state to ex- 
cite anxiety or alarm. The deceased lady was the daugh- 
ter of “the once well-known Dr, Welsh, of Haddington, 
and, with gifts and graces of her own, she inherited much 
of the force and penetration of her father’s intellect. She 
was worthy to be the life companion of Thomas Carlyle.” 


The Cleveland Herald gives an account of a singular 
case of suspended animation —a trance of twenty-four 
hours in duration. A young German, recently married, 
was taken suddenly il) at his place of business, and in two 
days was, to all appearance, dead. Arrangements were 
about to be made for the interment, when the young wife 
insisted that the funeral be postponed; and she remained 
in the room with the supposed corpse, clinging to the idea 
that he could not be dead. She became convinced that 
she perceived the body move. Her friends became anx- 
ious about her reason and tried to divert her mind from 
the sorrowful scene. Two long hours were spent in con- 
versation, the friends urging that she was deceived, posei- 
bly by the flickering light. Then, suddenly, another slight 
movement was perceived by all, and the scene which fol- 
lowed may be imagined. The husband and wife are now 
living, well and happy. 

ty a series of interesting experiments, lately made, a 
woman's tongue has been found capable of moving one 
thousand nine hundred and twenty times in a minute. 
Think of that, all ye who argue that woman is inferior to 
man! Produce a specimen of the masculine gender who 
can accomplish such a vibration, or yield the point! 

The following characteristic anecdote of Dr. Franklin 
is not so new as it is good: 

During the long residence of Dr. Franklin in Paris he 
was once invited to a party of the nobility, by whom the 
Bible was ridiculed and severely criticised. It was re- 
marked that the Bible was devoid of all literary merit; 
and Franklin being silent, they appealed to him for his 
opinion. * He replied that he was hardly prepared to give 
them an answer, as his mind had been running on the 
merits of a new book of rare excellency which he had just 
happened to fall in with at one of the book stores; and as 
they had pleased to make allusion to the literary character 
of the Bible, perhaps it might interest them to compare 
with that old volume the merits of his new prize. If so, 
he would read them a short section, 

All were eager to hear the Doctor read them a portion 
of his rare book. Ina very grave and sincere manner he 
took an old book from his coat pocket, and with a propriety 
of utterance read to them a poem. 

The poem had its effect. The admiring listeners pro- 
nounced it the best they had ever heard or read. 

‘That is pretty,” said one. 

“ That is sublimity,” said another. 

“It has not its superior in the world,” was the unani- 
mous opinion. They all wished to know the name of the 
work, and whether that was a specimen of its contents. 

“Certainly, gentlemen,” said the Doctor, smiling at his 
triumph, ** my book is full of such passages. It is no other 
than your good-for-nothing Bible, and I have read you the 





prayer of the prophet Habakkuk.” 
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The gentleuian handed hima 


4 le, growing genial at once 

I have been 

Tak 4 seat, Sir, take aseat. We 
! Pray join us.” 

I have breakfasted,” rey lied the 


ey eur. 


‘“‘an extra cup of 
Barbara, a cup and 
I don't know 
Sir, but J am. 


r «iable. 
ire a sociable man, 


n the windows a very 
4 for a moment, and 
in the least the vixen 
juire whether Mr. 
matt, 












from bashful 





Iw rally I , but that day I 
1 neither speak so ner look at =e eee, and J 
1 to the conversation without joining in it 
vord. Indeed, there was not much oppor- 
for me to speak. The talk was all of law 
Of the case of X versus X, in which my 
was engaged for the plaintiff. Of the singu- 
l-tters on which he most depended for evidence, 
ritten in such a peculiar, idiomatic style as almost 
le!y translation, vet every word of great import- 
Of the assistance Mr. Rushton’s perfect 
ledye ¢ h would be. I gathered the 
t af t rentleman was about to be 
ploved by my ur n some capacity—whether 
c] secretary I ha ardly kn 1ew—and that, it 
rv that I ould be always in com- 
ation with my uncle, c was to remain, for a 

ile at least, u pa 
You'll have the blue room put in order, Clara,” 


‘and now, Sir, shall we 


oking on the floor, I saw 
a bow; bowed in return, 
iever, never, so long as I 





; ind me in a temper again. 
+ | vowed. Yet it was not an hour before I was 
ever with that provoking Barbara, who 
1 that the blue room needed no sweeping, 
t, if it did, she couldn't do it baking day. 


in to,” } said t » invself, as I bathed 
eves with rose-water; ‘* but an angel could not 
ith testv Uncle and sulky Barbara without 
rreling. It was not my fault, but theirs.” 
Then I went u ip to darn the worn place in the 
jt was a good while before I could look the 
tranger in the face, but then I saw that he had a 
1 olive skin, calm dark eyes, a mouth as sweet 
and the broad forehead of a thinker. 
was not regularly beautiful—I 
it had the effect of beauty, and 
lvouth and health and strength, and was won- 
‘ul. Soon Td have given half the 
thought of me. He was po- 
rentleman would naturally be 
nly | mate of the house; but, perhaps, 
ill, he remembered the little ‘vixen he had 
I tried to be calm and quiet; to answer 
scold d me with decorous respect— 
ought haunted me. I had never thought 
v man’s opinion in my life. 
Sundays we went to church together. I 
it that he had an exquisite voice, for 
fused to hold my breath to listen to his singing. 
‘ ask him to sing for me at 
{ never shall forget the song he sung, but 
ny ways of singing. I have heard it 
r, and ely listened. That same 
I ¢ fo1 ee Ile old not one word of 
; but, as he turned 
L saw h is heart beat under the soft gray 
Mine was beating, too, like a mad 





it was firm 
Perh ] face 





Well, after that I was not so mu 
aud it came to Jong talks in the parlor and long 
walks by moonlight. He never said one tender 


h afraid of him. 





word. He never took my hand. He never looked 


t me more earnestly than one friend mi 
a er; but I felt, in spite of that, that be cared 
» oh for me, and I—/ lored him. I used to 
4 ink sometimes with shame that I had given my 
eart unsought; that it was unmaidenly to care so 
ve “ery much for one who had not asked me yet to care 
for him at all; but how could I help it? All my 
feelings were strong. I could net valk by the dec- | 
orous rule and line so many women liked; and in 
the sight of Heaven I could not be wrong in admir- 
¢ what was admirable, in loving purity and truth 
and noble manhood! SoI kept my secret, but did 
t strive to alter it. And at last! At dusk one 
in day we walked in the shady Square, under 
d trees. 
e nurse-maids had gone home with their little 
es, and the file of workmen with tin-cans had 
ed through it into the street. The fount- 
ukled and splashed into the wide basin. The 
rs gave forth their sickly evening perfume. A 
rescent moon came faintly into the sky; and 
the Square, besides ourselves, was only a sleep- 
ing beggar stretched upon a bench. No one to 
wat ch—no one to listen; and then I heard all I 
longed to hear! I had never thought that quiet | 
nan could love so—that that silence could cover 

p such a sweet wealth of tenderness. 

We went home arm in arm, and under the blue 
heavens the moon saw no womap happier than I. 

Ah me! If you had told me then what I shoukl 
do I would not have believed you. As well believe 
a man would willingly cut the rope that held him 
fe m dropping into some awful chasm as that I 
sh uld part myself from him. 

For weeks and months I kept my temper. For 
half a year I was too happy to be angry. We were 
to be married in a little while, and there would be 
little change save a trip to some country place, for 
we were still to live with my uncle in the old house. 
Edwin—I called him by his first name now—was not 
demonstrative; but I knew he loved me, and that 
was enough. 

Enough until one day I heard Ruth Baker say to 
my cousin Grace: 

‘** Heaven send me a different husband from the 
one Clara is to have! Who would think he was 
fond of her?” 

‘It’s only his way,” said Grace. 

‘I'd teach him another,” said Ruth. 

That set me thinking. It was not pleasant to be 
spoken of in this wise. No good ever comes of list- 
ening. I began by trying to lure Edwin into making 
pretty speeches and doing silly things. At last I 
strove to pique him into more demonstration of the 
love I knew (poor fool, that it should not content 
me!) that he really felt, and flirted, before his very 
face, with a young coxcomb of a midshipman, just 
iny age, for whom I absolutely felt a detestation. 

The little puppy had taken it into his small 
brain to admire me. He was pleased and flattered. 
Edwin looked on gravely without a word. At last, 
angry that he should take it all so coolly, I let the 
little middy steal a kiss from my lips where he could 
see me. 

That evening, when the rest were gone, I felt a 
hand touch my arm. r 

It was Edwin Rushton’s. I looked up.’ 

‘*T want to speak to you, Clara,” he said; and 
before I could answer had quietly taken me to task, 
as one might a willful child, on my¥ impropriety. 
‘It is not right,’’ he said; ‘‘ and people will make 
even worse of it. I can not permit it, Clara.” 

Nota jealous word. My uncle might have spoken 
much the same. ‘‘Hecan not love me,” I thought, 
and my cheeks burned hotly. 

** Who made you my judge and master?” I asked. 

** Yourself,” said he, *‘ when you accepted me.” 

“More silly 1!” Lcried. ‘* Why do you care to 
hinder others from having what you don't want 
yourself ?”’ 

* What do you mean?” asked he. 

‘‘Frank would give his right hand for a kiss 
from me,” said I; ‘‘and you hardly know whether 
I am living or dead, I believe. It’s like being in 
fetters to be tied to such an icicle.” 

‘You are letting your temper carry you away,” 
said he. 

**My temper, Sir?” 

“ Yes,’’ said he; ‘it is your one great fault. I 
saw that when I first saw you. There, there.” 

He tried to soothe me, as though I had been de- 
lirious. I believe I seemed so to him. 

I forgot every thing in my anger. 

‘*T wish you had never seen mg,” said I. 

‘* You will be sorry to have said that.” 

‘*T say it from my heart.” 

Hlis face grew white. 

‘There is more in this than I thought,” said he. 
‘*Perhaps you love Frank Hearne better than you 
love me?” 

I saw the chance of making him jealous. I saw 
nothing else in my rage. 

‘* Perhaps I do,” I said. 
fancies.” 

He drew a great breath, and arose, standing be- 
fore me like a statue. 

‘*T will not let your pledge to me stand between 
you and your young lover,” he said. ‘‘God forgive 
you, and make you happy! Good-by! You are as 
free as you ever were.” 

And I was alone. Alone, stretching out my 
hands toward the closed door, and calling on my 
darling to return, He did not hear me. He ney- 
er came. 

‘*Temper! temper! temper!” shouted my uncle 
when I met him at the breakfast-table next morn- 
ing. ‘‘Ah, you will suffer for your folly this time. 
He was the noblest fellow God ever made, and 
you've lost him. I told him you'd repent. ‘No,’ 
said he, ‘itis not temper. She loves Frank Hearne; 
she told me so.’ By Jove, if that puppy enters my 
door I'll kick him !” 

“Is he gone?” I asked, with my head in my 
hands. 

‘Gone forever,” said my uncle; and I lost all 
consciousness the next moment, and lay, happily 
forgetful of my woes, in a deep swoon. 

Gone forever! Ah, yes; the days passed and he 


















‘*We can't help our 


camenot. The lonely evenings counted themselves 


ght look at | 


away. ed life was over; my joy past. I wanted 
{ to die; but I was young, and still lived. I shut 
| my self up from every one, and knew they said of 
me tbat I had been jilted. What did I care now? 
At first I used to hope he would return. I knew 
soon that such a hope was folly. No angry mood 
had made him leave me. He believed me false. 

Oh, the pain in his face, the arguish in his voice 
at that last moment! I never should forget it. 

As nuns are said to scourge themselves for their 
sins, so I punished myself by recalling that look, 
that tone daily and hourly. 

7 spring which was to have seen us wed was 
gor Autumn came, and winter. At Christmas 
tide a sat in my own room reading. It was long 
past twelve. Barbara slept in her attic, my uncle 
in his chamber below, but I could not sleep. The 
evergreen Barbara bad twined abdut the gas fix- 
tures and placed over the mirror seemed to mock 
| me with its holiday look. What was he doing to- 
| nig ight, my Edwin—my own dear love? I lifted the 
| curtain and looked out. All the street was white 
| with snow, frozen snow, that crisped and sparkled 
| in the starlight. Opposite a dark figure paced slow- 

lv—a watchman, I supposed; but my fancy, aided 
| possibly by a vague rumor of Edwin's presence in 
the place, made the outline seem his. Oh, if he 
should be there! If—ah, it was all folly! Idropped 
the curtain, and sat down before the fire a while. 
Then I took my white dress from its nook—the 
dress in which I should have been inarried—and 
folded it and unfolded it. and caressed it, saying such 
words to it that you would have thought me mad. 
Yet while it was on my knee I fell into a kind of 
dream. It hardly seemed as much like sleep as 
stupor. 

I was startled from it by a blaze of light. The 
dress had fallen from my lap into the grate. It was 
all aflame, flaring up toward the bed-clothes. In 
an instant they were caught, and the blaze went 
whirling up the paper on the wall, and the window 
curtains, long and light and floating. I rushed to 
the door, Alas! my evil genius had impelled me 
to lock it and withdraw the key. 
it. I searched in vain. I screamed, I prayed. 
Neither man nor Heaven seemed to hear me. I 
stood in a very furnace of flame. Walls and door 
and ceiling were all blazing. 

They were crying fire in the street now. I heard 
the policemen’s clubs, the tolling of the fire-bell. 
Why did no one come to save me? Help, help! 

The flames were licking up the floor, climbing, 
twining, swirling through the ceiling. Barbara 
would be burned in her bed, my dear uncle would 
perish, and I—I had done it, I! 

The flames had driven me into a little corner. 
They were driving me closer at every instant. I 
could not see the door—it was a wall of flame. The 
window was a seething furnace. 

‘*God receive my soul!” I prayed. And then I 
heard a crash. Something came dashing through 
the door into the flames. A voice cried: 

“Clara! where are you ?” 

And I felt Edwin's arms about me once more, and 








was borne through the red whirlpool out into the 
open air. He had saved me, but he left me then. 
After I knew my uncle had caught me to his breast 
I saw him no-more. One moment of hope had I 
had; it was gone as though it had never been. 

Ah, that was a woeful night! The dear old 
house was gone, with all its belongings, and the 
alarm and exposure hastened my uncle’s end. He 
took to k’s bed in the new lodgings we found, and 
never arose from it. In two months we buried him, 
and I was alone in the world. 

A great heiress ; for it proved that Uncle Andrew 
had been far richer than I guessed. But ob, so 
miserable and lonely that the poorest wretch might 
pity me! 1 had not heard one word of Edwin Rush- 
ton since the night of the fire. 

But six months after, as I sat at work in my 
black dress, Barbara came in weeping. ; 

‘* What is the matter?” I asked, for she plainly 
wanted me to question her. 

‘“‘Tve seen poor Mr. Rushton,” said she. “It 
makes my heart bleed. He that was so strong and 
bold, feeling his way along like that! You'd cry 
too, Miss.” : 

‘**What do you mean ?” I asked, 

‘*Didn’t vou know?” she said. ‘Why, Miss, 
you, of all people! I heard it from his landlady. 
The night he saved you he went home feeling his 
way up the stairs. She was frightened, and asked 
him what had happened. ‘I’ve been through a 
fire,’ said he, ‘and I suppose it will pass off soon; 
but I can see only a red blaze.’ It didn’t pass off, 
Miss—he’s blind!” 

“Oh no, no!” Isobbed. ‘*Ohno!” 

“It’s true; more the pity,” she said, and was 
going from the room. I stopped her. 

‘Where did you meet him?” I asked. 

“In the Square,” said she. ‘‘He goes there 
every night. A boy leads him, and he sits alone 
near the fountain—Ah, you'd pity him, poor dear! 
—waiting until he comes again to fetch him.” 

Every evening! I had no rest until the next. 
Then I put on shawl and bonnet and went over to 
the Square. All quiet in the dusk, as it had been 
on that long-gone night when he asked me to be 
kis; the nurse-maids and the children gone home; 
the troop of toil-freed laborers passed by. I stood 
by the fountain and looked at him. 

He stood beside it, his soft hat drawn low over 
those darkened eyes; his hands playing with the 
loose chain that kept ‘intruders from the fountain’s 
brink. I remembered standing in that very spot. I 
knew it by the weeping willow drooping over it, and 
the cleft head of the post hard by—only a little cleft, 
yeu might not have noticed it, but I remembered 
feeling it with my finger as he spoke to me. 

I looked at him, my love, my life. He who had 
sacrificed so much for me, and was bold enough for 
any thing. . 

I went closer. I touched him. Hestarted. ‘It 
is only Clara,” I said; and he trembled all over for 
an instant. 

Then he said: ‘‘I can not see you, but I know 
your hand, I should have known it if you had not 





spoken.” 


I could not find. 





And I knew he loved me still. 

‘*Edwin,’’I said, “it was the hand of your prom. 
ised wife once. It is Jong since you have held j it; 
will you take it now ?" 

‘Give it to me,” he said; and our palms touched 
once more. 

Then we stood silent, close together. 

cy have been the cause of great ill to you,” I 
said. ‘* Do you hate me for it?” 

** You forget,” he said; ‘‘it was not J who ceased 
to love.” 

Iclungtohim. ‘‘ Did you believe me?” I sobbed, 
“Oh, Edwin, I never cared a straw for Frank Hearne. 


| I flirted with him because I thought you indifferent, 


My evil temper conquered me, and I uttered false- 
hood. I loved only you. I never shall love any 
other.” F 

**On your soul ?” said he. 

“On my soul!” 

**] shall be happier for knowing it,” he said. 
‘Tt was hard to think you false. Oh would I were 
not blind !” 

“If you were not,” I said, my heart choking me, 

“T could not speak as Ido now. If you love me 
still, and, oh, I think you do!—if you forgive me, 
and you seem to, take me to your heart again, your 
promised wife. If not, let me go to hide my shame, 
for I have been over-bold, and die of my remorse.” 

He caught me in his arms. I felt his great heart 
beat. 

“Tt is worth sight—it is worth life!” he said, and 
kissed me. Then I led him home, through the still 
streets. 

We were married in a quiet little church. Only 
Barbara was with me, and I wore my black dress. 
I shed some tears, but I was very happy. so was he. 
So in the years to come in which we dwelt together. 

And still the future held a great joy for me. 
Years after, when there were young children at our 
fireside and gray hairs in his curls, my darling’s 
sight returned to him. When the surgeon told me 
he could see, my first thought was great thankful- 
ness. My next: “ But I have altered so. Will he 
know the girl he won in the faded woman?” But 
when I stood before him, trembling and fearful, this 
was what he said, though the roses of my cheeks 
and the gold of my hair were quite gone, 1 knew: 

“My love, how sweet a woman you have grown! 
There is no angry temper in your face now any more 
than in your voice.” And he kissed me like a bride- 
groom, and | thanked Heaven. 





{Entered according to Act of Congress, in the Year 15664, 
by Harper & Brothers, in the Clerk’s Office of the Dis- 
trict Court for the Southern District of New York.) 


THE THREE LITTLE SPADES. 


By MISS WARNER, 
Author of ** The Wide, Wide World.” 








CHAPTER I. 

‘Papa, please,” said little Primrose, ‘“ what 
smells so sweet ?” 

Her father sat by the table, untying a large 
brown package ; and from it came a strange, fresh, 
wild sort of perfume; but sweet, as Primrose said, 
and very pleasant. 

‘*What smells so sweet?” Mr. May answered, 
cutting the last stubborn knot with his pen-knife. 
‘* Why, my dear, I fancy it is some of my new 
seeds.” And selecting a small paper-bag from the 
heap which now lay spread out before him, Mr. 
May held it down to the little girl’s nose as she stood 
at his side. Primrose took a long whiff with great 
delight. 

‘*Oh, papa, how gogd !” 

** Good, is it ?” said Mr. May, laughing. ‘‘ Prim, 
you ought to be a seedsman !’ 

“No, papa. But I wish I had a garden.” 

‘*So as to plant such sweet things as celery seed?” 
said her father. ‘ Prim, this is not a flower.” 

‘*But, papa,” cried the impetuous Lilian, fling- 
ing down her book on the widow-seat, and coming 
to the table with a bound, ‘there are flowers, you 
know, and we might plant’em! Oh, papa, won't 
you give us a garden?” 

“ If you please, papa!” said another little voice, 
now drawing near; *‘there is nothing we should 
like so much! Only I should prefer to have our 
gardens separate, because I should wish to keep 
mine in order.” 

‘There spoke my methodical Clover!” 
May, with another iaugh, as lhis orderly, se late, 
chubby little daughter came gently and stood be- 
hind Primrose, who had not spoken again, but whose 
dark eyes watched her father with intense interest. 

‘*One would like a garden to keep in order, and 
the other to run wild in; and the third— What 
does my little Prim want of a garden?’ he said, 
bending down to kiss her. 

“] should like it so much, papa!” 

‘* Prim would nestle there just like a little bird,” 
said her tall brother Sam. 

‘* Papa,” cried Lilian, ‘‘ will you give us three 
gardens ?—I should like that best too.” 

“Yes, Lily should be allowed to grow weeds en- 
tirely on her own account,” said Jack. 

‘*When I grow any you'll know it,” said Lily, 
with great good-humor. “ Will you, papa?” 

‘*T find one garden pretty expensive now,” said 
Mr May; ‘what should I do with three more ?”’ 

‘Oh, they wouldn't cost any thifg—owr gar- 
dens,” said Lily. 

“A very excellent sort of gardens yours will be 
then,” said her father. ‘“ Where do you propose to 
get your seeds and plants?” 

** Well—just a little,” amended Lily. 

‘* Perhaps we could get wild flowers, papa,” said 
Clover, thoughtfully. ‘And I've got one package 
of seeds already, that Maria Jarvis gave me. It’s 
mignonnette.” 

** And then just the ground is so pretty, papa!” 
urged little Primrose. 

‘Think so?” said Mr. May. ‘‘I must confess I 
like to see the ground well covered. But who'll 
dig it up, to begin with?” 

‘“‘ Why, Robin,” said Lily. 
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* Robin has a great deal to do.” 

““T guess Sam would,” said Primrose. ‘ He’s 
never foo busy, you know, papa, to do any thing.” 

It was very ridiculous, of course, but—tall fellow 
as he was—Sam’s eyes actually flushed with pleas- 
ure at this compliment from his little sister. 

** And will Sam take care of the gardens all sum- 
mer after they are dug up and planted?” said Mr. 
May, lifting Primrose upon his knee. 

**Oh no, papa! that’s what we want to do.” 

‘* Well,” said her father, ‘‘ upon three conditions 
i will give you each a garden: First of all, mam- 
ma mustapprove. Next, each one is to choose her 
own seeds and plants, to suit her own taste. And, 
lastly, each must keep her own garden in order, 
after the first heavy digging is done. She must 
sow the seeds, and plant the plants, and dispute 
possession with the weeds—all herself. Now, what 
does mamma say ?” 

‘*] say yes, with all my heart!” answered Mrs, 
May. ‘*But I too shall make conditions—or, at 
least, one: In each garden, no matter how full it 
may be, there must be one corner set apart fur pa- 
tience, perseverance, brotherly-kindness, and such 
sweet herbs; and each shall be well hedged in with 
the Golden Rule.” 

‘* Well, children, now you know the conditions, 
what do you say?” said their father. 

‘“‘T like the conditions very much, papa,” said 
Clover. 

‘** They are easy enough,” said Lily. 

‘‘Mamma,” said Primrose, quitting her father 
and going to lean her elbows on her mother’s lap, 
‘*what is the hedge for.” 

““To fence out such little mischief-makers as 
pride and selfishness and envy; for if they get in 
they will root up every sweet flower there. And 
no other hedge grows low enough and close enough 
to keep them out.” 

** But, mamma,” said Primrose, her little mouth" 
dimpling into a smile of full intelligence, ** who'll 
want the herbs ?” 

‘* We shall see,” said her mother, answering the 
smile. ‘I should not wonder if I came down to 
the gardens myself for a sprig now and then.” 

‘** Well, papa,” said Lilian, ‘“‘we agree. But 
where are the seeds and plants which we must 
choose to come from?” 

**T suppose from my pocket,” said Mr. May. 
‘Most things seem to come from there nowadays. 
See! here are three greenbacks—a dollar apiece 
for each of you—how far will that go? Far enough, 
1 think, for little novices.” 

‘*Oh, papa!” said Clover, ‘‘a dollar apiece is a 
great deal. Are flower seeds so expensive ?” 

‘+ All depends upon the sort,” said Mr. May, with 
a shrug of his shoulders. ‘* They cost from five cents 
a paper to fifty cents a seed, according to circum- 
stances.” 

‘Fifty cents a seed!” said Lily. ‘I guess I 
sha’n't buy that sort. Spend all my money for two 
seeds, truly!” 

** Papa, did you mean me to spend a whole dollar 
too?” said litle Primrose, eying the greenback in 
her hand as a joy quite beyond belief. 

‘** You are to spend the whole of it. And you will 
find it as easy to do as possible.” 

**A dollar will buy twenty papers of the five 
cent kind—only think!” said Lily. ‘ Papa, will 
Robin lend us tools ?” 

‘*No, no; you are to have nothing to do with 


Robin. / will furnish the tools. Now, what next?” 
** How are we to choose our seeds aid 
Clover. 
‘Oh, to be sure! Here is Mr. Vii. Cata- 


logue.” said her father, taking it out from his pack- 
age. “full of names and descriptions and prices, 
You can study this at your leisure, and when the 
lists are made out I'll send an order for the seeds.” 

Prim’s eyes glistened as her father fluttered over 
the leaves of the Catalogue. What pictures of flow- 
ers were there! 

. ‘How splendid!” said Lily, taking it from his 
hand, and pausing over a bunch of petunias. 

‘* Papa,’’ said Clover, ‘I feel too rich !” 

‘Rich ?” said Mr. May, laughing—‘‘ you will 
feel as poor as possible when you have studied that 
Catalogue for half an hour. I foresee an endless call 
for donations. In fact, you will be such poverty- 
stricken damsels, with your one dollar apiece, that 
I think we had better take up a collection at once, 
before matters go any further. Mamma, what will 
you give?” 

** Some strong calico frocks, and thick shoes and 
gloves,” replied Mrs, May, promptly. 

“A most needed contribution! But tending 
rather to the comfort of the gardeners than the 
beauty of the garden.” 

‘Oh, I will give the gardens each a rose-bush,” 
said Mrs. May. 

“ Ah, that is good! Sam, wlaat say you?” 

‘“‘ A cutting of geranium, Sir, for each; with twine 
for tying up the flowers, and strong sticks and la- 
bels. Also, the help of a knife and hammer and 
nails when wanted.” 

‘* All very excellent and necessary,” said his fae 
ther. 

‘* 7 will furnish advice,” said Jack, ‘‘in any quan- 
tity, and upon the most liberal terms. Also, as 
Sam says, a well-grown plant of Canada thistle for 
each garden—just to promote the growth of mam- 
ma’s sweet herbs.” 

“It wouldn't promote the growth of mamma's 
hedge,” said Lily. ‘If you'll furnish absence, 
Jack, we'll take it, and thank vou too.” 

‘*For me,” said Mr. May, ‘I will provide the 
tools. And I think, under the circumstances, that 
is all I will engage to do.” 

‘* Do you mean that you will give us tools, papa?” 
said Lily, with flashing eyes 

‘A little spade and watering-pot, papa ?” 
l’rimrose. 

‘* You will see,” said her father. ‘‘If I tell you 

1 beforehand the package will not be so interest- 

hen it comes.” 
yeecan wait! said fi set 
vuch to think of for one day. 
let's go make our list.” 
“ But I think I can not make mine to-night, 


y 


said 


ully * We've 
Come, Clover, 








Lily,” said Clover, as she came to the window, 
“‘T don’t know yet where my garden ig to be.” 

‘*That makes no difference,” said Lily. “Just 
look at these pinks! Did you ever see any thing sb 
grand ?” 

“Why, it makes a great deal of difference,” said 
Clover, eying the pinks with loving looks. ‘‘I can’t 
tell what I shall want. I may have to ‘plant out’ 
something, you know; and that would require tall 
things. Or there may be rocks. Oh, Lily, I'm 
so happy !—it’s so delightful !” . 

“These gardens will be a study,” said Mr. May 
to his wife. . “Clover, what do you know about 
‘ planting out ?’” 

Clover turned back, blushing a little. 

‘*Not much, papa. But I heard you and Mr. 
Jarvis talking one day, and I saw something in a 
book.” 

“That's right,” said her father; “listen, and then 
apply your knowledge. - But go and make your 
list, my child; and then it can be modified here 
and there if need be. You will find it a longer 
business than you think. And I'll see where the 
gardens shall be to-morrow.” 

So the three children curled themselves up on 
the broad, low window seat, and the work began. 
Mr. May and the boys went off, and their mother 
sat _— by the table, her gentle face bent over her 
work, 





CHAPTER II. 


Tue children of whom I told you in my first 
chapter had been (so far) brought up in the city, 
Brick walls, and noisy®treets, and town sights and 
sounds, were what, they knew best; and it was no 
wonder that Primrose pronounced the celery seed 
‘*sweet,” if only by way of comparison, and quite 
apart from its intrinsic claims. Of course their 
knowledge of flowers was all in one line. A green- 
house full of geraniums, camellias, violets impris- 
oned in pots, and cacti stretching their spiny arms 
wildly about, far away from their native plains; 
an orderly hyacinth in a table-glass in a furnace- 
heated room, or a small bed of the same planted 
where now and then a stray beam of sunshine slept 
between inclosing walls; a tall magnolia, growing 
forlornly between a brick wall on the one hand and 
the dusty pavement on the other; a wisteria, ram- 
bling drearily over a brown stone front in the vain 
search after something pleasant—all these they had 
seen again and again. But these are exiles, sing- 
ing but half their sweet song in a strange land; 
and every child knows the difference between their 
captive beauty and the free, sonsy grace of a truant 
dandelion, that every now and then runs away to 
see the world, and displays the oldest fashions in 
Fifth Avenue. Highly respectable little dande- 
lion !—nobody ever dared laugh at it yet. 

A year before this time of which I write Mr. 
May had bought a country place, and with the be- 
ginning of winter the family had all removed thith- 
er, to make it their home. It was not at all a re- 
markable place, unless for being at once large, old- 
fashioned, and comfortable—three things not al- 
ways found together in these days. The house stood 
back from the road, with a short, smooth slope of 
grass between, and a simple white fence for bound- 
ary line. Thi. fence turned up the slope quite near 
the house on one side; but on the other, where was 
the door of entrance, the green turf had even a 
wider sweep than in front, and the fence stood off 
at a respectful distance. Behind the house was a 
large garden and orchard combined, where already 
Robin was busy with his pruning-knife and hot 
beds, and preparations of all kinds. For it was 
now just at the end of winter, and there were days 
when the very breath of spring was abroad; and 
the light on the bare trees looked soft and gentle, 
and adventurous blades of grass peeped out in shel- 
tered places. 

The front-door of the house being, after all, a side 
door, the real front was unbroken except by a large 
bow-window belonging to the family sitting-room ; 
and as the first floor of the house was but a single 
step above the ground, this bow-window was some- 
thing like a glazed porch, having its own low step 
without, and within a broad, divan-sort of seat on 
all sides. And now, in winter, shut tight with 
double sashes, it became the favorite resort of the 
children. Here they sat with their Catalogue on 
this very afternoon of which I speak, hardly know- 
ing whether they were most delighted or at their 
wit’s end; for of all distracting things commend me 
to a well-drawn up, illustrated Catalogue of flow- 
ers! Such a bewildering confusion of red and blue 
and purple and yellow; such descriptions of “snowy 
white” blossoms dazzling your very eyes; such 
“blazes of brilliance” that you seem to see; such 
‘very sweet” perfumes that you almost perceive! 
The colored leaves, the stately growers, the trail- 
ing creepers, the vines that mount up like Jack’s 
bean to an enchanted world above your head. Peo- 
ple go into raptures over lace and jewels and old 
china. Well, well, those have their place; but it 
is not the place of a violet, after all. And they are 
not heart’s-ease—they can never be balm. s 

‘Now, first,” said Lily—“ oh me, whatever shall 
we do with these hard names!” 

“They are not so hard when you have looked at 
them a little,” said Clover. ‘‘ Maria Jarvis knows 
ever so many. See—that first one is easy enough 
—‘abronia.’” 

‘How shall we begin?” said Lily; “will you 
take the first part of the Catalogue, and I the sec- 
ond, and Primrose the third ? or shall we divide 
by flowers? Abronia for you, and adonis for me, 
and ager—ageratum for Prim? Such names!” 

‘* But that wouldn’t be choosing,” said Clover. 

‘‘No, it wouldn't,” said Lily ; ‘“‘and we've got 
to choose. Well, shall we agree that we won't 
ever take the same ?” 

‘But that would not be choosing, either,” said 
Clover. 

‘*Then we'll just have to begin. and ne more 
about it,” said Lily. ‘I don’t want any of all 
these first four—do you?’ 

‘*T want abronia,” said Primrose. ‘It's sweet.’ 

“‘Write it down then,” said Lily, ‘but if you 
take all the sweet flowers, I guess you'll have 





enough. And that’s so little—only six inches high. 
But I'll tell you what I want, and that’s snap-drag- 
on—never mind the other name. Look, Clover, 
here's a picture of it; and you see they say it’s 
‘exceedingly brilliant.’ Oh, I should think so, in- 
deed !—‘ scarlet and yellow with white throat,’ and 
‘crimson with white throat,’ and ‘ magnificently 
striped,’ and all sorts. Which would you take ? 
—here’s a blood-red one.” 

“T should take this—see, down at the bottom,” 
said Clover , “ ‘ best and brightest varieties mixed.’ ” 

‘* Why how splendid!” said Lily ; ‘and only ten 
cents for them all.” 5 

While Lily was writing down snap-dragon, Clo- 
ver peeped over the leaf and quictly headed her own 
list with sweet alyssum 

‘What's that ?” said Lily. ‘‘Oh, I don’t believe 
you'll like that. It’s just some common little white 
thing.” 

“But see these!” said Clover; ‘‘amaranthus, 
with red and yellow and green foliage. I must 
have that—they say it’s useful for back-grounds.” 

‘What are back-grounds ?” said Lily. ‘‘ Love 
lies bleeding’—-what a funny name! Prim, don't 
you want any thing on this page?” 

** I'll see what there is first,” said Primrose, knit- 
ting her little brows ; on all the other pages, I mean. 
Because I get so confused. I think I want every 
thing ; and you know I can’t have that.” 

‘*Oh, but a dollar will get a great deal,” said 
Lily! “Just look at those asters! I must have 
them.” 

‘¢ So must I, some of them,” said Clover. “And 
there are ever so many kinds. Which one will you 
take ?” 

‘“‘ This first one—‘ perfection,’” said Lily. “There 
can’t be any thing much better than that.” 

“T'll take the ‘ chrysanthemum—flowered,” said 
Clover. ‘I like chrysanthemums.” 

“* Well, I guess I'll have this little one—‘ pyra- 
midal bouquet,’” said Primrose. ‘‘ Because / like 
bouquets.” 

‘* Prim’s garden will be all six inches high,” said 
Lily, Jaughing. 

‘They say balsams are beautiful,” said Clover, 
writing the name down on her list. ‘‘ And they 
must have good culture; you see they must be 
sown and then transplanted, and pinched off. That's 
just what I shall like. I think I can take pains 
enough.” 

‘* Then you'd better take some cockscombs,” said 
Lily—“ ‘recommended to all who will give their 
plants good care.’ Why, I mean to do that, too, of 
course; but then I don’t want fussy things.” 

‘Oh! oh!” cried Primrose—‘ just look at these 
dianthus flowers over the leaf!” 

‘¢Dianthus !” said Lily — “what's dianthus ? 
Why, they are perfectly splendid !” 

‘“ They are pi iks,” said Clover ; ‘‘ it says sodown 
here. I never saw any thing so beautiful in all 
my life!” 

“* No, I believe you never did,” said Lily ; ‘‘and 
there are ever so many kinds. Let’s go all through 
and look at the pictures the first thing. ‘There's 
something—I don’t know what ; and pansies—and 
petunias. Mamma, this Catalogue is perfectly fas- 
cinating !” 

Mamma laughed a little at that. 
dollars hold out, Lily ?’’ she asked. 

‘Oh! I don’t know,” said Lily—‘“‘ well, I guess. 
You see, mamma, we are going through just to put 
down a few of the most striking ones first, and then 
we can add to the lists afterward.” 

‘* How many ‘most striking ones’ does each list 
contain at present?” said Mrs. May, looking very 
much amused. 

‘¢ We haven't counted yet, mamma. Now, there's 
something I should like—a ‘double green-centred 
sunflower,’ from five to eight feet high.” 

‘‘ That sounds imposing, at least,” said Mrs. May. 

“Don't you like sunflowers, mamma ? — the 
name’s pretty. What do they look like ?” 

‘*Mamma,” said Primrose, going to her side, 
‘“‘ what flower do you love best ?” 

‘‘T am quite fond of primroses!” said Mrs. May, 
taking the little face between her hands and giving 
it a kiss. ; 

‘‘And you'd like some more?” said Primrose, 
laughing. 

“Very much !” 

“ Well, there’s plenty of em in Mr. Vick’s Cata- 
logue,” said Prim, gleefully, going back to her seat. 
** And I'll write ’em right down.” 

‘* But, Lily,” said Clover, presently, looking up 
from her list, ‘‘mamma has reason—how far will 
a dollar go? It will never buy all these in the 
world!” said Clover, showing a slip of paper well 
penciled on both sides. 

“Oh! I guess it will,” said Lily; ‘‘a dollar's a 
great deal. Let’s count up and see. But I haven't 
written down the prices—never mind; we can turn 
over the leaves again. There’s snap-dragon one—I 
mean ten; and aster fifteen! how comes that, I 
wonder ?—fifteen is twenty-five; and pinks, ten 
more, makes thirty-five ; and my sunflower is for- 
ty-five; and pansy, sixty-five ; and my double por- 
tulaca— Dear me, that will never do!—double 
portulaca, fifty’ Why, I must have five dollars’ 
worth on my list, at that rate.” 

‘lve got three dollars’ worth on mine,’ said 
Clover, laying it down with a blank face. The 
children looked at each other, then broke into a 
laugh. 

“ Prim was wise,” said Lily; ‘‘she waited. Well, 
we've just got to begin over again, that's all.” 

“Yes” said Clover, ‘‘we began all wrong. I 
ought to have had more sense. The way is to put 
down only what you must have, at first; and then 
write down the price after each one. Let's take 
new slips of paper, and make a nice list this time.” 

‘¢ Well,” said Lily ; and she wrote at the top of 
her paper—‘‘ Flower seeds that I must have.” 

“ Now don’t let us talk,” said Clover, “ but just 
go over the Catalogue quietly and ¢/ink.” And 
again the enticing pages were turned over, leaf by 
leaf. 

‘Well, this passes all my philosophy,” said Lily, 
when she had again added up her list. ‘‘ It seems 
that I must bave at least two dollars’ worth !” 


** How do the 





‘*That’s just what I’ve got, too,” said Clove, 
‘Papa might well say it would be a long picce of 
work.” 

‘*Mamma,” said Primrose, once more quitti 
the bow-window for her mother’s side, “isn't i 
funny ?” 

‘**Andare you in difficulties, too?’ said her n 
ther. 

*T’'ve not made my list yet, mamma, I get s 
confused between what they want and what I want.., 
I think I'll wait till they have all done with tl 
Catalogue, and then I can take it.” 

‘*That’s not likely to be very soon,” said Lily. 
“What can I strike out! Mamma, did you ever 
see this bartonia—very showy, with yellow flowers 
and gray branches ?” 

“ Yes, I have seen it.” 

“Ts it pretty ?” 

“It is very showy.” 

“Which is the prettiest, that or pansies?” 

‘Oh, pansies, if I am to be judge! They are 
showy and lovely too.” ; 

‘How nice!” said Lily; ‘that’s just what I'd 
like to be. I'll mark pansies with my red pencil, 
as a settledthing. But they're terribly expensive.” 

‘*It often costs a good deal to be showy and love- 
ly,” said Mrs. May, with a smile. 

‘IT must have my hyacinth bean,”’ said Clover, 
‘* but that don't cost a great deal; and I must have 
some stocks, though they do, Mamma, are zinnias 
handsome ?” 

“‘Very handsome.” 

‘*T may want those, they look useful,” said Clo- 
ver, with her face full of plans and back-grounds. 

** And I must have petunias,” said Lily. ‘ Mam- 
ma, my head's in a perfect whirl.” 

‘* Then if I were you,” said her mother, “ I would 
put my body in a whirl, and then give it a good 
run out of doors. You wil) not know red from blue 
if you sit puzzling there any longer.” 

*“*T guess that’s true,” said Lily, with a laugh. 
“T'm as tired—!” 

And the children went for their hoods and cloaks 
and then off into the snow; little Primrose giving a 
lingering look at the Catalogue where it lay on the 
window-seat. Her list was but just begun. 


———SSESEE= 


HUMORS OF THE DAY. 


Tuk LANGUAGE OF FLowrrs.—** Well, I'm blowed!* 
quetemneaiipmnnnsinns 





JOURNALISM.—A new Roman Catholic satirical paper 
will, it is rumored, shortly appear in England. It is to 
be called Guy Fawkes, and will blow up the Houses of 
Parliament once a week. 





An Irish peasant being asked why he permitted his pig 
to take up his quarters with his family, made an answet 
abounding with satirical naiveté: ‘* Why not? Doesn't 
the place afford every convenience that a pig can require 

— as: «= 

The entire assets of a recent bankrupt were nine chil- 
dren. The creditors acted magnanimously, and let him 
keep them. 





What business ought Tom Thumb to go into? Grocer 


(row sir). 
Tue Cngarest WAY witu Tur Lawyers—Keep one's 
own counsel, 








Why is Queen Victoria, just about now, like a deaf lady? 
— Because her Erin (hearing) is in a bad condition, 
—_---- 
A dentist of our acquaintance says that it is much easier 
to take the Zaréar off a woman's (eeth than off her onque. 
amide 





IIlow many peas are there in a pint ?—One p. 





Latest From Asroap. — What foreign town has the 
dirtiest street ?—Mess-ina. 
SS SS 

AccrpENT with Macurnery. —‘‘I've got a new ma- 
chine,” said a Yankee peddler, “for picking bones out of 
fishes. Now, I tell you, it’s a leetle bit the darndest thing 
you ever did eee. All you have to do is to set it on a ta- 
ble, and turn a crank, and the fish flies rite down your 
throat, and the bones rite under the grate. Well, there 
was a country ‘green-horn’ got hold of it the other day, 
and he turned the crank the wrong way; and, I telb you, 
the way the bones flew down his throat was awful. Why, 
it stuck that feller so full of bones that he couldn't get his 
shirt off for a whole week.” 

The following is an Irishman's description of making a 
cannon: ** Take a long hole, and pour brass or iron all 
round it.” 











One of Gough's stories was a neat hit at those dilatory 
people who are always behind time. Some one said to a 
person of this class, “I see that you belong to the three- 
handed people.” ‘*Three-handed: that’s rather uncom- 
mon.” ‘Oh no, common enough—two hands like other 
people—and a little behind-hand !” . 





A Missouri paper announced a short time since that the 
‘* wife-crop in Gasconada County yielded fifteen thousand 
gals.” The next week the editor came out with an ‘‘er- 
ratum—for wife read wine." 





A Scotchman asked an Irishman, “ Why were half- 
farthings coined in England?" Pat's answer was, ‘To 
give Scotchmen an opportunity of eubscribing to charita- 
Die institutions.” 





a 
Why is a mad bull an animal of a convivial disposition ? 
—Because he offers a horn to every one he meets. 
oo 
An irascible gentleman lately fought a duel with his in- 
timate friend because he jocosely asserted that he was 
born without a shirt to his back! 





The following purports to be a model medical puff: 

«Dear Dooror,—I shall be one hundred and seventy- 
five years old next October. For over eighty-four years 
I have been an invalid, unable to step except when moved 
with a lever. But a year ago I heard of the Granicular 
Sirup. I bought a bottle, smelt the cork, and found my- 
self a man. I can now run twelve miles and a half an 
hour, and throw thirteen somersaults without stopping.” 

There are great fears entertained in England that if the 
cattle disease continues Hamlet's declaration that the 
‘*times are out of joint” will be realized. 

nenatanpeinilie 

The fellow who sat down on a pin got up on the spur 

of the moment. 











A deceased chief justice once addressed a jury in the 
following model speech: ‘* Gentlemen of the jury, in this 
case the counsel on both sides are unintelligible; the wit 
nesses incredible; and the plaintiff* and defendants are 
both such bad characters that to me it is indifferent which 
way you give your verdict." 





‘+ Belles” call a great many people to church, 
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THE BLACKSMITH’S WIFE. 
BY AUGUSTUS COMSTOCK. 
Sue has a figure trim and neat, 
And full of health and life, 
With nimble hands and nimble feet, 
The blacksmith’s little wife. 


Her hair is dark, her eyes are blue, 
And though her cheek is browned, 
An anchorite would smile to view 
A face so smooth and round. 


All day she labors like the bee, 
The blacksmith’s little wife, 

While round her play her children three, 
Bright-haired and full of life. 


And all day long, her cheery song 
Comes through the cottage door, 

While tap, tap, tap, her gaiters rap 
The neatly sanded floor. 


Her swarthy husband, from the town, 
Comes home when day is dim; 
For kisses he must stoop 'way down, 

Or she climb up to him. 


He’s just the man that women crave 
To shield them from “the wrong,” 
For he’s as kind as he is brave, 
As brave as he is strong. 


‘*You’re tired out with work,” she sighs; 
**You lead a weary life.” 
**No, no,’’ quoth he, “’tis Paradise, 
With such a little wife.” 


The gleeful fire with ardent rays 
Peeps slyly from the hearth, 
The tea-pot blushes in the blaze, 
The kettle shakes with mirth. 


The sleek “ primalkin” purs and mews, 
The dog whines at the door, 

The pattering of little shoes 
Is heard along the floor. 


About the smith his children play 
When evening's meal is through, 

They love to see his pipe of clay 
Send forth its clouds of blue 


They clamber on his shoulders broad, 
They clamber on his knee, 

While wife looks on with smile and nod: 
And all are full of glee. 


I’d sooner be this blacksmith bold, 
With such a little wife, 

Than have the wealth of yellow gold 
That gilds an aimless life. 


THE ISLAND GIRL. 
A TRUE INCIDENT. 

Arter leaving the port of Valparaiso we cruised 
for several months in different parts of the Pacific, 
capturing three large sperm whales and a “ Califor- 
nia gray.” ‘The latter was a curious-looking fish, 
about twenty feet in length, with a long, fun- 
nel-shaped head, crooked flukes, and a thin, taper- 
ing body, spotted like that of a leopard. We lost 
a whole tub of line, and one of our best boats was 
stoven, before we succeeded in killing ‘* Monsieur 
Gray ;” but he rewarded us for our trouble in the 
end—y ielding us forty barrels of wood clear oil. By 
this time the few casks of fresh water procured at 
Valparaiso were nearly empty; so, as soon as we 








“THE ISLAND GIRL,” 
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towed our oil we shaped our course for the Nav- 


Islands to obtain a fresh supply. Our ves- 
the bark St. 3fary, of New Bedford, com- 
by Captain Buncle—a tall, raw-boned na- 


Sav Harbor, who could fling a lance to the 

wentv fathoms without missing his aim. 

, thorough whaleman and sailor, equally 

l <4 whether battling with the mighty 

ieep or the shrieking typhoon; a 

irze-hearted, genial man, too, well calculated,to 
win the love and esteem of his officers and crew. 

lelighted with the prospect of a 

run ashor The vast watery wilderness of ocean, 

> a rock or even a floating blade of 

st eventually fatigue the eves of poor 

how deep soever may be his attachment to 

ugh his fancy may occasion- 

tures of rocks, vallevs, and even trees 

ads in the horizon, vet these are not 


ough to satisfy his longings for a sight 

















little bark stood bravely upon our shore- 
: isure hours in washing 
1ing np” our well-worn garments, so as to 
¢ respectabl en we should reach our island 
rt—for a sailor likes to appear well, even in the 

couple of clothes-lines forward, 
e the deck from the lee 
now presented a spectacle 
1 was both amusing and picturesque. Old 
with great patches upon the elbows, 
ious sizes and colors, Guernsey froci:s, 
and clean but melancholy-look- 
—all tossing about in the wind, 
and legs kicking and striking at each 
ing because one gar- 
dry before the 
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‘One morning. however, the ery of ‘‘ Land O!” 
fted sir neously f our three mast-heads, 
' our ‘‘ washing and drying.” We 


h of our garments as were fit to be worn, 
t were wet in the fore-hold. 
yer bulwarks, we gratefully in- 
the sweet fragrance of flowers and spices waft- 
the groves of beautiful Samoa, the island 
roaching. As our little bark boomed 
*h the curling waves our watchful 
n rewarded with tall, sloping hills, 
covered with cloud-like masses of green verdure, 
er cocoa-nut-trees lining a white, curving 

and the huts of the natives, with the smoke 
ling from ther, seen through openings in the 
y of bread-fruit-trees and clambering vines. 

go our anchor a quarter of a mile from the 
nd shook hands with a number of natives 
had come alongside in canoes loaded with yams, 
nd bread-fruit, which they were 
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anxi xchange for tobacco, articles of clothing, 
et After our sails were furled we were at leisure 
to trade with the islanders. From one of them—a 


ntic fellow whose only garment was a piece of 
) confined about the waist, and whose 
hest was scarred with many wounds re- 
c 1 in battle—I obtained a hundred ripe yellow 
bananas for a small whistle, which I had carved from 
a whale’s tooth. There was something touching in 
the simple, child-like pleasure evinced by the stal- 
wart savage for such a mere trifle. His eves spark- 
led, his whole countenance glowed with delight as 
he turned the little piece of ivory round and round 
between his thumb and forefinger. He examined 
it on all sides, then chuckled and commenced to 
lance about the deck, clapping his hands, After- 
ward I saw him st « to and fro along the lee 
angway, blowing the whistle with all his might, 
and returning the envious gaze of his dusky breth- 
ren with glances of proud exultation. From this 
man my attention was at length drawn to a pretty, 
interesting little girl of seven or eight years, who 
was seated upon the knight-heads crying and sob- 
bing as if her heart would break. She wore along 
thin robe of faded tappa, confined just beneath the 
arm-pits, and around her forehead a pretty wreath 
of flowers, from beneath which her long black hair 
streamed in wavy masses. On her lap were several 
zen Mountain or mamee apples, strung together 
Ly means of a piece of twine formed of cocoa-nut 
hucks. 
**What ails you, my child?” I inquired, advan- 
cing and touching her on the shoulder; ‘*why do 


vou crv ?” 


















She wiped her eves as if comforted by my sym- 
pathy, and in broken English informed me that she 
had not yet succeeded in selling one of her apples. 
le crew, attracted by more palatable fruits, had 
paid no attention to her simple merchandise. She 
fared she would have to go back to her old mother, 
who had sent her to the ship in one of the canoes, 
without any cloth or tobacco; and this old mother, 
who, aceording to the child's description, was a per- 
fect fury—would then beat her with sticks, and aft- 
erward shut her up in a dark hole in the mountain. 
I immediately purchased the apples, giving her in 
exchange half a dozen heads of tobacco and a small 
k searf. ‘The latter I fastened about her shoul- 

, told her that it made her look very pretty, and 
xpressed the hope that her mother would not take 
vay from her. She clapped her hands and 

d with childish glee; then threw her arms 
out my neck, calling me her dear “ feleng’ 
fricnd), and declaring in her balf wild, half gen- 
tle manner, that she would never go back to her 
wicked mother, but would stay with me and let me 











mld reply an angry screech, some- 
» that of an owl, pierced my ear, and 
ing. 1 beheld an old, fierce-looking hag, whose 

nt figure was enveloped in a ragged piece of cot- 
tucloth, She held in one hand a knotted, formi- 
| ck, and in the other a long wooden 
vas of the hue of parchment, her 
for head ses med to bear a‘hundred wrinkles, and the 

ial] black eyes beneath gleamed like those of @ 

p from a shriveled ay ple & 

“Hil hi! hi! run from mother, eh?” she 
screamed, seizing my little companion by the 
shoulder. ‘Glad ine come al oard — give “much 
weat; beat so no walk for long time!” 





And lifting the stick she would have carried out 
her threat, had I not prevented her. The tobacco 
which her little daughter now slipped into her hand 
elicited a screech of satisfaction, and grinning with 
delight, she thrust the stick into an old belt around 
her waist, and proceeded to fill her pipe. She had 
lighted it and begun to smoke when the mate came 
forward, ordering all the natives to leave the ship. 
My little girl was obliged to go with her mother. 
Her eyes filled with tears when she entered the ca- 
noe, and as it glided away from the vessel she looked 
back now and then, waving “ farewells” to me with 
the pretty scarf. I stood watching her until the 
canoe with its occupants disappeared around a head- 
land; and even then her large, melancholy eyes 
haunted my mind. 

When our watch was sent ashore the next day 
with a raft of casks, I looked in vain for the child 
among the groups of natives about the banks of the 
lake from which we were to procure our water. 

Children of both sexes were there, running hith- 
er and thither, or rolling over the green turf like 
tumble-bugs. Many were provided with long wood- 
en spears, which they darted at the little fish glid- 
ing beneath the ripples near the beach, The girls 
were very pretty, but I was not impressed by either 
of them as I had been by the child with the mount- 
ain apples. 

After we had obtained our water and stowed it I 
visited the island on several different occasions, but 
was still unable to find my little friend; and I felt 
a presentiment that I should never see her again. 

One foggy morning about a week after my last 
ramble over the island we got up our anchors and 
stood out to sea. I had just taken my station at 
the helm when the cry of “‘ Hard up—up with that 
wheel!” was shrieked by the mate, who stood upon 
the knight-heads, forward. 

I raised the wheel quickly, but even as I did soI 
heard a snapping, crackling sound, followed by a 
plaintive wail that pierced my ears like a knife. 
The next moment the main yard was hauled aback 
and a boat was lowered—for the bark, I soon learned. 
had run over a canoe, containing a little girl <A 
melancholy suspicion flashed through my mind, and 
with breathless anxiety I awaited the return of the 
boat. It was not long absent. The crew had not 
found the occupant of the canoe, but had picked up 
fragments of the frail vessel, to one of which, caught 
by a projecting nail, hung the silk scarf which I had 
given to the island girl. 

The poor child, leaving her wicked mother, had 
put off in the canoe before the vessel sailed, that she 
might intercept it and be taken aboard to join ‘‘ her 
friend ;” but the thick fog had prevented her from 
seeing the bark in time to escape her melancholy 
fate. 


SECOND THOUGHTS. 

‘““Nick, old fellow, tell me what’s the row? 
There have I been thinking you sulky and all sorts 
of things; tell me—” and I got up and put my hand 
on his shoulder. ‘‘ Poor old boy! what is it?” 

‘*Oh! leave mealone. There’s nothing the mat- 
ter; only I'm a fool. Well, if you must know, 
read that! I shall be all right soon; only I got 
that this morning—read it! It’s my own fault; I 
know I'm an ass!” 

I took the letter he held out, and he twisted up 
his mouth and tried to whistle “I’m afloat ;” but it 
was a failure, and he added, in a lower tone: 

**One can’t pull up a ten years’ fancy of that sort, 
Jack, without shaking the soil a bit. Thank you 
for making me let the cat out; I'm all the better 
for it. Good-night!” 

I was sorry—more sorty than I could say—for 
him. He was the oldest friend I had got. We 
had slept in the same chamber at Winchester, and 
had rowed in the same boats at Oxford, and I could 
not bear to see him so cut up. I could have done 
almost any thing for him, any thing—but—but 
wish him any other answer than the one I read by 
the fire-light now. It was this: 

‘*My pear Barnarp,—You must not think more of the 
subject mentioned in your letter. I do not speak offhand 
or unadvisedly; but I do speak decidedly, wishing to aid 
you in determining to turn your mind from a subject 
which (you must believe me) can only bring you pain. 

‘* That you may be more satisfied of this, I inclose a let- 
ter from my daughter Minnie, who is much distressed at 
being obliged to give you pain. 

** Believe me, yours sincerely, 
A 7. 





Dantey."’ 


I could not bring myself to read Minnie’s letter, 
so I folded Mr, Darley’s up again, and gave them 
both back, 

‘Poor old Nick! I'm very sorry for you. I 
hadn't a notion you really cared for her. Good- 
night, old boy!” and I squeezed his hand, feeling 
half a hypocrite all the time, and lay down to think 
till I fell asleep. 

I think that any one who is rash enough to at- 
tempt to describe even an ordinarily pretty girl is 
sure to make a failure; so all I shall venture to say 
of Minnie Darley is, that she was slight and very 
pretty indeed. Possibly some critics might object 
that her lips were rather too thin. Perhaps, too, 
that her delicately-chiseled features were, at times, 
almost so colorless as to be almost more suggestive 
of marble than soft flesh and blood; but in a mo- 
ment a blush or a smile could warm the beautiful 





statue into.a charming English girl; and any one 
must have been something altogether less than hon- 
est who could watch her, flushed and animated, in 
the momentary pause in a valse or galop, without 
acknowledging that—artistically speaking at least— 
she was lovely. ; 

I really was very sorry for my friend Nick, 
for I knew how I should have felt that letter. I 
had only known her six months; he, poor fellow! 
had loved her for ten years. It had been, accord- 
ing to his own account, his one idea since he was a 
boy at school, and he was inconsolable now, and 
seemed quite unable to rouse himself up to any 
thing. I had the greatest difficulty in stirring him 


up enough to start for Switzerland; and if it had 
not been for my mother and sister, whom I had 
promised to escort as far as Geneva, I am not at all 
sure that either of us would have left England at 





all. When we did start he was not a lively com- 





panion, and for — whole day traveled with his 
hat resting on his Nose, without speaking a word. 

Fortunately our passage over the Channel was a 
very rough one, and Nick, who was never an over- 
good sailor, was compelled, against his will, for a 
time to turn his thoughts away to other more im- 
mediate troubles. 

There is nothing, as every one knows, like time 
and change of scene to take the edge off any sorrow ; 
and nothing, perhaps, helps their effects more than 
another sorrow intervening. His shocking sea- 
sickness was, as it were, an awful black chasm 
yawning between him and his rejection; and when 
we landed at Boulogne his spirit- had risen in a way 
that surprised us all. We had lovely weather, 
luxuriant fruit, and amusing company. My mo- 
ther and sister, who both liked him, and had heard 
his story, did all that kindness could suggest to 
cheer him up, and by the time we reached Geneva, 
after a leisurely journey, he was quite himself again, 
merry and uproarious, the life of the party ; and his 
confidences to me had been dropped for at least a 
week. 

We had arranged—at his suggestion, I believe— 
to go with the ladies of our party as far as Chavro- 
nix, a solitary chalet, standing in its own pinc wood 
and vineyard, on an isolated marble rock, a little 
way up the mountains between Bex and Aigle to 
the west of the Rhone above the Lake. A steamer 
was starting very soon after our train arrived, so we 
made up our minds to go on by it the same night as 
far as Lausanne without making any stop at Geneva. 
There was not any time to spare, and Nick ran to 
inquire for letters, while I hurried the luggage on 
board as best I could. My mother and Nick settled 
down quietly on one of the benches on deck to digest 
their letters as the boat steamed out. Neither Fan- 
ny nor I had any to read; so we leaned together 
over the bows, and devoted our whole attention to 
the enjoyment of some grapes and a light fresh 
breeze which blew in our faces, and was exquisite- 
ly refreshing after the dust and heat of the train. 
A heavy shower had just blown over, leaving the 
sky behind it as blue and sparkling as the lake be- 
low, and the distant mountains and trees on either 
shore and the sunny lateen sails of the fishing-boats 
glistened in the “ clear shining afterthe rain.” We 
had not been very long in that delightful state of 
dreamy abstraction which the full appreciation of 
beautiful scenery at once requires and produces by 
an adapting power of its own, when Nick joined us 
and broke the silence with, ‘‘ Jack, when you have 

quite done building castles up in the Alps over 
there, I have got something to talk to you about, 
if Miss Holmes will spare you for a few minutes.” 

‘*Very well, Mr. Barnard, you may have him for 
a little while, as you ask so prettily, but you must 
give him me back soon. He’s very useful to tell 
me the names of the places. You must get me 
Murray first though; it’s in mamma’s bag there.” 

‘*T hawe got such a queer letter from my mother 
I can’t think what she’s driving at” (he had carried 
me off to the other end of the boat before he began 
to speak). ‘Just tell me what you make out of 
it.” It was a short note, without any date, and 
written evidently in a great hurry. I read it 
through two or three times, and Nick lit a cigar 
and puffed away in silence: 

‘* Dearest NioK,—We are all in a great state of excite- 
ment, and can’t think where to write to you; but I think 
it just possible that a line posted to-day may catch you at 
Geneva. So I write for the chance to say that you will 
find letters from Mr. Darley waiting for you at Chavronix, 
where you said in your last you expected to be soon. James 
has the gray mare saddled to take this into Heldon, so I 
have not a minute more to write. Well, dearest boy, you 
were in lowspirits when you left England. Take care you 
do not allow yourself to be too much excited now. I sup- 
poze this news will shorten your trip. 

‘* Bless you, my dear son, 

** Your loving mother, E. B.” 

‘*Can Minnie have changed her mind?” he said, 
in a low tone—‘‘ no, surely not. It can’t be.” 

‘*Can Minnie have changed her mind?” I had 
not thought of that. Yes, that’s it: what else 
could it be? that must be it; and I tried to swal- 
low the big lump in my throat, and said, ‘‘ That’s 
it—of course it is. Nick, you are a lucky fellow, 
and I congratulate you—though it costs me some- 
thing to doit. Of course that’s it.” 

I don’t think he noticed the last part of my 
speech; but he snatched up the letter and read it 
through again. ‘‘No, surely, she never would. 
It’s impossible.” 

Ihad worked myself up till I hardly knew wheth- 
er tolaugh orcry. Nick pitched his cigar over the 
side and watched it hiss into the water; then put 
his hand on my arm and said, with a coolness that 
seemed rather odd for a lover, and aggravated me 
intensely, “ It’s a rum go, and I don’t know what to 
make of it. I want to ask you one thing; don’t 
say a word about this to your mother or sister.” 

I left Nick and my sister chatting together, 
and went and sat down by myself in any thing but 
pleasant thought. Till that night at the pilot-house 
I had not been sure that I was really in love with 
Minnie Darley at all. It was only now, as I stared 
down into the foam of the paddle-wheel, now that 
all chance was past, that I was finding out how 
much I really cared for her. We were nearly at 
Ouch. I opened my pocket-book and took out an 

*nvelope with a faded violet in it, and threw it over- 
board. ‘That’sdone. She is a flirt, like the rest 
of them,” and I went to see the luggage taken out. 

We slept that night at the Hétel Gibbon, and, 
after an early walk through the wood to the Signal 
Hill, which commands one of the most extensive 
views of the Leman, started off again by boat, past 
Vevay, and Old Chillon, and the little island, to 
Ville Neuve, at the head of the lake, whence we 
took the train to Aigle. 

We left our luggage ‘at the station, and made a 
small boy in a blouse happy with the promise of 
fifty centimes to show us the way to the house, 
which had been hired for some years as a summer 
residence by a widowed cousin with two little girls. 
A pleasant walk of half a mile up a narrow road, 
fenced in by a crumbling stone-wall, half hidden in 
ferns, and overhung by walnut-trees, brought us to 
a grove of magnificent chestnuts, and through their 
huge twisted stems we soon caught sight of our 
friends coming to meet us. 





On a table of soft moss close by some rouc! 
wooden seats we found some wine and fruit awai 
ing us, and sat there chatting and telling our a4 
ventures till it was time to go in. ‘ Ther: 
some letters for some of you, Fanny dear, on | 
drawing-room chimney - piece,” said Mrs. Grey, 
-when we had all met for tea; “I forgot them 
when we came in.” Fanny was up in a moment. 
and danced back into the room with a disappointed 
‘*Not one forme; what a shame! ‘Mrs. Holmes.’ 
two for you, mamma, and ‘ N. Barnard, Esq.,’ such 
a fat one for you, Mr. Barnard; I'm sure it must 
have got another one in it.” Nick took it, blushed 
crimson, and put it in his pocket. It was from My, 
Darley. 

Supper, as every thing else must, came to an en] 
at last; but after supper there was a turn on-the 
terrace, and, after that, something else, which kept 
us with the rest of the party, and it was not till we 
were alone in the little bedroom we were to share 
for the night that Nick could venture to open his 
letter. 

I don’t know which was most eager. 
over with him and read: 


I looked 


“Drayton Lopet, Auguet 19, 1563 

“My prar Nicuoras,—If you believed how painful it 
was to me to be obliged to send you the inclosure to my 
last letter, you will not, I am sure, doubt that it gives m¢ 
the greatest pleasure to forward that which accompanies 
this. Second thoughts, they say, are best. I fancy you 
will not quarrel with the truth of the saying in your own 
case. I think you had better come here at once on your 
return. There will be several business matters to ar- 
range, and I may probably, by then, be able to say what 
allowance I shall be able to let you have. You must be 
moderate in your expectations at first. 

**I hope Mrs. Darley may be able to persuade your mo- 
ther to meet you here. Wishing you all happiness, 

“T remain, 
** Yours very truly, 
“7, Damer.” 

Nick stared at me. ‘ Well, old boy, I congratu- 
late you,” I said, with a sickly voice, and the knob 
in my throat bigger than before; ‘‘I wish to good- 
ness [ could not; but I must—so I do.” 

Slowly once more he read through the letter, get- 
ting redder and redder every moment, till all of a 
sudden he threw it down into the middle of the 
room and burst out in a towering passion. ** Sec- 
ond thoughts, indeed! and mayn’t I have second 
thoughts too, I should like to know? A likely 
thing that I'm going to be kicked and then whis- 
tled for again, like a dog.” 

‘*Second thoughts, con—!" Te stopped short 
and was quiet for a moment, and went on in a lower 
tone. ‘Jack, I've been an ass! The fact of the 
matter is, I don’t care a snap for Minnie Darley ; 
but I love your little sister Fanny a thousand times 
more than I can say. No, stop; don’t say any 
thing yet, and don’t go staring as if you had never 
read Romeo and Juliet, nor heard of such a person 
as Rosaline; but just listen quietly tome. I shal] 
go right home to my chambers, and stick to the Jaw 
night and day till I’ve doubled my dirty three hun- 
dred a year, and then I shall try my luck with 
Fanny. I've had two or three briefs this year, and 
I know I’ve got wits enough if I can only stick te 
it, and I will. I was thinking the whole matter 
over last night. I guessed von were right yester- 
day, so I sat up and wrote a letter to old Darley to 
tell him I was very sorry for his daughter and all 
that; but that I’m blowed if I'll have her. I didn’t 
put it exactly like that, of course, but I was firm 
and civil, and I'll send the letter first thing to-mor- 
row morning. I wonder when the post goes? Have 
you got any stamps, by-the-by ?” 

I never was so taken aback in my life, and had 
literally a difficulty in catching my breath. There 
was a vague feeling of relief with it all. Minnie 
MIGHT get over it, and who could tell what might 
not happen then? but the complications before us 
were appalling. F 

**Let me see HER letter.” It was at my feet. 
I picked it up, tore it open, and looked for her sig- 
nature, and read— 

** Dear Sir, 
** Your obedient servants, 
“Sire and Swrri.’ 

I suppose I opened my eves wider, if possible, 
than they were before, for, in a second, Nick had 
snatched the paper out of my hands. It was a law- 
yer’s letter, announcing the sudden death of old 
General Barnard, soon after he had executed a will 
which revoked a former one, bequeathing his money 
to build and endow two monasteries and a convent, 
and left all his property to Nick on his attaining 
the age of twenty-five. ‘ 

Mr. Darley was named executor and trustee, with 
full powers to do as he thought best with the estates 
till Nick should come into possession. A dozen 
times, at least, we must have read it through. Nick 
at last broke the silence. ‘‘ Jack, on second thoughts, 
T sha’n't send that letter to old Darley.” 

I seized hold of his hand and shook it so that his 
arm was stiff for three days after, and it was a mer- 
cy that he was not disfigured by having it perma- 
nently lengthened. 

I have not much more to tell, and what there is 
is best told in few words. 

Nick left us the next day but one, but before he 
went he caught Fanny (by accident, he says) alone 
on the gazebo. 

What happened there I am sure I don’t know: 
but I do know that when I met them coming back 
through the chestnuts, Fanny ran and threw her 
arms round my neck and kissed me, and Nick paid 
me double at least for his stiff arm. 

Both of them, no doubt, thought it very cruel of 
my mother to refuse point-blank to allow the wed- 
ding till Fanny was eighteen; but, perhaps, on the 
whole, it was as well, for Nick in the mean time 
turned twenty-five, and was able to accept an invi- 
tation to stand as Conservative candidate for Hel- 
don. When the appointed day—Fanny’s birthday 
—came, I was in full orders, and had rung myseli 
in as rector of Barnard. 

I am not a good hand at describing a wedding, 
and am grossly ignorant of the difference between 
tarlatans and tulles; but Emma and Edith Grey 
were two of our bridemaids, and as Nick and Fan- 
ny were going to the East, and did not want Cha- 
yronix for the honey-moon, Mrs. Grey lent it me. 
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TUCKER’S PATENT SPRING BEDS. 


There are some truths besides those enumerated in the 
Declaration of Independence that are self-evident, and 
though they may pertain to the less vital interests of the 
human race, they are by no means unimportant. Among 
them are these: A bed, to fulfil the purposes for which it 
is desired, must be COMFORTABLE; it must be so construct- 
ed as to insure CLEANLINESS; it should, for easy trans- 
portation, be made PorTABLE; and, lastly, the common 
benefit demands that it should be both DURABLE and 
ECONOMICAL. All of these essential requirements centre 
in the spring beds invented by Hiram Tucker, and it is 
confidently affirmed that nothing has yet been devised for 
man’s comfort which is at all comparable toit. A single 
night's repose on one of them will cure the most inveterate 
doubter of his skepticism, For sale wholesale by the 

TUCKER MANUFACTURING COMPANY, x 
115, 117, and 119 Court Street, Boston, 
and 59 John Street, New York. 


E. & H. T. ANTHONY & CO., 
501 BROADWAY (St. Nicholas Block). 
Photographic Materials, Stereoscopic Goods, 
WAR VIEWS, 

SCENERY, GROUPS, &c. 

Photograph Albums, great assortment, Cartes de Visite 
of Noted Persons, &c., &c. 
French English, and American Novelties. 


PRINTING PRESS FOR SALE. 


One Taylor Double Cylinder, Five Rollers, Table Dis- 
tribution, Bed 38x51. Price $3500. The Press on which 
Tarper’s ‘Neckly has been printed. Apply to 

HARPER & BROTHERS, 
331 Pearl Street, New York. 














a < 
FISHING TACKLE, 


In all its varieties, for sale by A. DRAPER, No. 53 
Nassau Street, one door from Maiden Lane, New York, 
Fish-Hook. A 


Ce = AooK SET 7 
perfect trap; 


springs open in the fish's mouth; sportsmen and boys all 
want them. More agents wanted. Send 30 cents and 
stamp for two sample hooks, terms, and trade-prices, to 
JOSEPH BRIGGS, 335 Broadway, New York. Room 35. 


Piano Study and Practice is Made 
Attractive 
By the System adopted in “‘RICHARDSON'S NEW 
METHOD.” No long dry lessons, nor wearisome exercises, 
but SPRIGHTLY STUDIES throughout, and CHARM- 
ING MELODIES for practice, at every step. No one who 
has used this book will ever use or recommend any other. 
It is all that can be desired. Price $3 75. Sent postpaid. 
OLIVER DITSON & CO., Publishers, Boston. 
| 0 Photographs of Union Generals sent pestpaid for 
25 cts.: 50 Photographs of Rebel Officers for 25 
cts.; 100 Photographs of Female Beauties for 25 cts. ; 100 
Actors for 25 cts. Address C. SEYMOUR, Holland, N.Y. 


Brandreth’s Pills, 


WHOSE TIMELY USE, UNDER PROVIDENCE, HAS 
OFTEN SAVED LIFE. 

T hese celebrated Vegetable Pills are no new, untried rem- 
edy; they have been used and tested in the United States 
for thirty years, and are relied upon by hundreds of thou- 
sands of families as almost their sole medicine when sick. 
No care or expense is spared in their preparation, and it 
is certainly true when I assert that no king can have a 
medicine safer or surer than Brandreth's Pills. 

They produce a good effect upon disease almost imme- 
diately they are taken. By some wonderful power, per- 
haps electric or nervous influenec, the progress of diseased 
action is arrested; where watchfulness and pain have 
been present, the system becomes quieter, and the patient 
soon obtains refreshing sleep. 

The genuine BRANDRETH PILL BOX has upon it 
UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT STAMP with B. 
BRANDRETH in White Letters in the same. 

Principal Office 294 Canal Street, New York. For sale 
by all respectable dealers in medicines. 


MOTH AND FRECKLES. 


Ladies afflicted with Discolorations on the Face, called 
moth-patches, or freckles, should use PERRY'S celebrated 
MOTH and FRECKLE LOTION. It isinfallible. Pre- 
pared by Dr. B. C. PERRY, Dermatologist, 49 Bond Street, 

druggists. 








Patent Snap- 
and-Catch-Em 














New York. Sold by all 


$200 PER MONTH. 


Wanted—Gentlemen Agents to sell articles of universal 
use. Descriptive catalogue sent upon receipt of three rcd 
stamps. JAS. HATHWAY, 35 Maiden Lane. 


$15 A MONTH! New Bustvess ror AGENTS. 


H. B. SHAW, Alfred, Maine, 


ATARRH !—Norton's New Remepy ror CATARRH 
Temoves at once noises in the head, pain in the tem- 
ples, offensive discharges, and extinguishes the disease at 
its fountain head forever. Price $1 00 a bottle. Senda 











PER YEAR paid by SHAW & CLARK, 
Biddeford, Maine, or Chicago, Illinois. 








J.H. Winslow & Co. 


THE GREATEST OPPORTUNITY EVER OFFERED 
TO SECURE GOOD JEWELRY AT 
LOW PRICES. 


100,000 


WATCHES, CHAINS, SETS OF JEWELRY, PENS, 
BRACELETS, CASTORS, GOBLETS, SPOONS, 
FORKS, NAPKIN RINGS, &c., &c., 


Worth $500,000! 


To be sold for ONE DOLLAR each, without regard to 
value, and not to be paid for until you know what you are 
to get. Send 25 cents for a Certificate, which will inform 
you what you can have for $1, and at the same time get 
our Circular containing full list and particulars, also 
terms to Agents, which we want in every town and 
county. 

J. H. WINSLOW & ©0., 
208 Broadway, New York. 


MERWIN & BRAY, 


MANUFACTURERS anp WHOLESALE DEALERS 1x 
ARMs anp AMMUNITION or ALL KINDS, 
Sole Agents 
2 for the Bal- 
Ss lard Breech 
Loading Sporting Rifles, of 
different calibres, and Eagle 
j Arms Co.'s Belt and Pocket Cartridge 
Revolvers. The Belt Size carries the Army 
size Balls, the Pocket Pistols the same size Balls 
as Colt's 6 in. These arms have no equal now 
in market. For further particulars, send for Illustrated 
Circular. MERWIN & BRAY, 262 Broadway, N. Y. 
P.S.—We manufacture all our own goods: also are Sole 
Agents for the celebrated Colt’s Model Whitney Revolvers. 


NEW MUSIC. 


——_ Dreams Waltz. D’Albret. For violin 15c. 
Pisin aie +eobtesebunas erebatekanexetes css 
Three O'Clock Galop. For violin, 15¢. Piano ..... 
Mable Waltz. By D. Godfrey. For violin, 15c. Piano. 35c. 
Nine-Pins Quadrille. (The set is formed the same as 
a plain cotillion, with an extra gent, the “ Nine- 
Pin,” in the centre.) Complete figures and music. 35c. 
I can not Sing the Old Songs. Violin,15c. Varia- 
tions by B. Richards, 40c. Piano 
I have Heard Sweet Music Stealing. Violin, 15c. Piano 30c. 
Mailed postpaid. FREDRICK BLUME, 208 Bowery. 


FIRST PREMIUM 


IMPROVED 


™ The embodiment of practical utility and extreme sim- 
plicity. Originally patented May 13, wey" Improvement 


nted June 9, 1863. The celebrated FAMILY GEM 
SEWING MACHINE, with crimping attachment, is 
NOISELESS in operation, uses the STRAIGHT NEEDLE, and 
sews With DOUBLE OF SINGLE THREAD of ALL KINDS. Makes 
the RUNNING-STITCH more perfect and regular than by 
hand, and with extraordinary rapidity, making s1xTFEN 
sTiTcHES to each evolution of the Wheel. Will GaTuer, 
HEM, RUFFLE, SHIRR, TUCK iUN UP BBEADTUS, &c., &c. 
Strongest machine manufaccured. Warranted not to get 
out of orderin 5 years. It has taken the premium at Stare 
Fatrs, and received the approval of all the principal jour- 
nals and of those who have usepit. It is the onLy low- 
priced sewing machine that has received @ PREMIUM, or 
that is PATENTED. 

**For the dressmaker it is invaluable; for the house- 
hold it supplies a vacant place.’"—Godey's Ladies’ Book. 

** With single or double thread, it silently yet very rap- 
idly makes the stitch exactly like hand-sewing."—New 

ork Tribune. 

Single machines, ALL COMPLETE, sent to any part of the 
country per express, packed in box, with printed instruc- 
tions, on receipt of the price, $5. Safe delivery guaranteed. 
Agents wanted every where. Circular, containing liberal 
inducements, sent free. Address all orders, 

FAMILY GEM SEWING MACHINE COMPANY, 


Office 102 Nassau Street, New York. 
2: ata v3 
2 ASTOUNDING! 
Timekeeper 
And Vest Chains, $2 00. 

A genuine English Sotrp St_ver Composite Timekeep- 
er, with accurate miniature Compass in the dial, in gold 
or silver cases. Beautiful and elaborate in design, of ex- 
quisite workmanship, and remarkable for its correct- 
Ness and absolute certainty as a REGULATOR, fully war- 
ranted for 2 years; will not get out of order, and will last 
& LIFETIME, and is a most ELEGANT and PERFECTLY RELIA- 
BLE Pocket Companion and MAGNIFICENT PRESENT for La- 
dies’ or Gentlemens’ use. Price each, small size, with a 
rich gold plated Gents’ Vest Chain, only $2. Mailed free. 
AGENTS WANTED every where. Price list free. Address 
M. A. NEILE & CO., Importers of Watches, &c., S. E. cor- 
ner Broadway and Fulton St., N.Y. Established 1847. 


TO FARMERS. 
POUDRETTE! POUDRETTE!! 


The LODI MANUFACTURING COMPANY (the oldest 
manufacturers of Fertilizers in the United States) offer 
their celebrated Poudrette for sale at lower prices than 
any other fertilizer in market. 

It is made from the night soil and offal of New York 
City, and has been in use by thousands of farmers for over 
a quarter of a century: $4 will manure an Acre of Corn 
in the hill, and increase the yield one third. 

A Pamphlet with the experience in its use on Lawns, 
Garden Vegetables, Corn, Potatoes, and Tobacco, of hun- 
dreds of Farmers, some of whom have used it for over 20 
years, containing also price, directions for use, &c., will be 
sent free to any person applying. 


LODI MANUFACTURING CO., 
66 Courtlandt Street, New York. 


Agents Wanted.—$20 a Day. 


We want agents, male and female, in every county in 
the United States to sell Wilson's New $20 Licensep Pat- 
ENT Sewing Machine and the New England or Common 
Sense Machine. We will pay $150 per month, or give a 
large commission, at which the above wages can be made. 
For particulars address with stamp, ‘*‘ Wi.son Sewing 
MAcHINE MANUPACTUBING Co.," CLEVELAND, OnI0. 





























HOLERA!—Preventive and Cure. Hegeman & Co.'s 
preparations, which were used with the best success 

in the Cholera of 1932, '49 and '64; and recommended by 
inent physicians. They are not secret preparatiéns, as 





stamp for a pamphlet to GERRIT,NORTON, 11 Ann St, 
A apy, who has been cured ot great nervous debil- 
ity, after many years of misery, desires to make 
known to all fellow-sufferers the sure means of relief. Ad- 
dress, inclosing a stamp, MRS. M. MERRITT, P. O. Box 


308, Boston, Mass., and the prescription will be sent free 
by return mail. 





LOOK! LOOK. 
Full instructions by which any person can master the 
great art of Ventriloquism in a few hours sent by mail for 
Weents, Address M. A. Jaggers, Calhoun, Illinois, 





the ingredients are stated on the labels. Hrorman & Co., 
Chemists and Druggists, Nos. 203, 399, 511, and 756 Broad. 
way, and Fourth Avenue, cor. Seventeenth St., New York. 








> CLOVER'S -aMPION 
= NEW cat LEVER TRUS® 


Is perfection. Trusses, bandages, &c., &e., of every kind 
constantly on hand. Send for eireular. No 11 Ann bt, 






CLOSING OUT SALE 


NEUFCHATEL WATCH CO. 


Owing to the failure and sudden closing of the works 
and business of the 


NEUFCHATEL WATCH CO. 


A large number of fine Watches, manufactured especial. 
ly for the United States, being heavy, first-class time- 
keepers, intended to stand hard usage and sudden changes 
of temperature, are left in our hands for immediate sale. 
As agents of the Company, we are obliged to dispose of 
this stock for cash in the shortest possible time. We have, 
therefore, decided on the plan annexed as the one that will 
be productive of the desired result. This plan gives every 
one an opportunity of obtaining first-class time-keepers at 
a price that all can command. As every Certificate rep- 
resents a Watch, there are no blanks, and every one who 
invests in this sale must get a Watch at half the retail 
price at least; and, if at all fortunate, one to wear with 
pride through life. 

Remittances may be made at our risk in registered let- 
ters or by express, or post-office orders and drafts payable 
to our order, and we guarantee a safe return. This IN- 
SURES safe delivery and sure return to every patron. 

We warrant every Watch as represented, and satisfac- 
tion is guaranteed in every instance. Knowing the worth 
of the stock, we can give a warrantee to every purchaser. 
The price has been placed at the very low figure in order 
to insure immediate sale; and all who desire to improve 
the opportunity should make early application. 


HAZARD, MOORE & CO., 
120 Broadway, New York, 
(Late 303 Broadway,) 
AGENTS for THE NEUFCHATEL WATCH CO. 


THE FOLLOWING SPLENDID LIST OF 


Fine Watches and Chains, 
Worth $350,000! 
TO BE SOLD FOR 
TEN DOLLARS EACH. 


127 Gold hunting-cased Chronometers, from.$1T5 to $450 
3.5 











163 Gold hunting-cased English Pat. Levers.. 150 to 

144 Gold hanting-casedDuplex ............. 100 to 300 
175 Gold hunting-cased Patent Levers....... 75 to 275 
232 Gold hunting-cased Levers ........ 60 to 275 
240 Gold hunting-cased Lepines .. -»- SOto 200 
169 Gold magic-cased Levers ..........++.++ 90 to 275 
335 Heavy gold-cased Patent Levers ........ T5to 225 
268 Heavy gold-cared Levers...........+0++ 70to 175 
120 Ladies’ gold hanting-cased Levers....... 45to 225 
272 Ladies’ gold enam'd hunting-cased Levers 55 to 250 
135 Ladies’ gold enam'd magic cased Levers. 60 to 275 
235 Ladies’ gold-cased engraved Levers...... 45to 175 
263 Ladies’ gold-cased engraved Lepines..... 40to 125 
380 Heavy solid silver cased Duplex ........ 85to 125 
735 Heavy solid silver cased Patent Levers.. 30to 125 
500 Heavy solid silver cased Levers......... 25to 100 
478 Heavy solid silver cased Lepines.... 20to 90 
263 Ladies’ solid cased Levers........... +» Uto 90 
224 Ladies’ solid cased Lepines............. 2to 6 
500 Solid Gold Guard and Vest Chains...... 15 to 150 
350 Solid Gold Leontine and Chatelaines.... 15 to 125 


$#™ All the above list of Watches will be sold for Ten 
Dollars each. 

Certifichtes representing each and ever Watch in the 
above list are placed in similar envelopes and sealed. 
Any person obtaining a Certificate, to be had at our office, 
or sent by mail to any address, can have the article called 
for on the return 6f the certificate, with Ten Dollars, 

We charge, for forwarding certificates, 50 cents each. 
Five will be sent for $2, and fifteen for $5. 

The certificates must in all cases be returned with and 
accompany the money when goods are ordered. 

All orders promptly filled and forwarded by return mail 
or express, Address 


HAZARD, MOORE & CO., 
120 Broadway, New York. 





Stereoscopic Views of California. 
City and Mining Views, Big Trees, Scenery, $6 per doz- 
en. Lawrence & Housgeworrn, 43 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 


[From the Rev, J. W. Poland's Autobiography.) 


THE WHITE PINE COMPOUND. 


It was early in the spring of 1855 that this Compound 
was originated. A member of my family was aftlicted 
with an irritation of the throat, attended with a disagreea- 
ble cough. I had for some months previous thought that a 
preparation, having for its basis the inside bark of white 
pine, might be so compounded as to be very useful in the 
case of the throat and lungs. To test the value of it in 
diseases alluded to, I compounded a small quantity of the 
Medicine that I had been planning, and gave it in teaspoon- 
ful doses. The result was exceedingly gratifying. With- 
in two days the irritation of the throat was removed, the 
cough subsided, and a speedy cure was effected. Soon after 
this I sent some to a lady in Londonderry, N. H., who had 
been suffering for some weeks with a bad cough, occa- 
sioned by a sudden cold, and had raised mucus streaked 
with blood. She soon found relief, and sent for more. She 
took about ten ounces of it, and got well. In November, 
1855, I first advertised it under the name of WHITE 
PINE COMPOUND. i 

As a remedy for kidney complaints the White Pine 
Compound stands unrivaled.—Boston Journal. 


This great New England Remedy is now offered to the 
afflicted, having been proved by the test of eleven years 
in the New England States, where its merits have become 
so well known. It cures gore throat, coughs, diphtheria, 
bronchitis, spitting of blood, and pulmonary affections 
generally. It is a remedy for diabetes, bleeding from the 
kidneys and bladder, and gravel ; and for piles and scur- 
vy it will be found valuable. Sold by draggists and deal- 
ers in medicine generally. 

GEO, W. SWETT, M.D., Proprirror, 
Boston, Mass. 
PURNHAMS & VAN SCHAAK, Chicago, IIL, 
JOHN D. PARK, Cincinnati, Ohio, 
GENERAL AGENTS FOR TuE West. 








CoLpwELt’s Patent 
BABY JUMPER. 
| Price $8 and $10. 

Also, Children's 
Carriages, Baby-ten- 
ders, Swings, &c. 

L. P. Tiprats, re- 
moved to 478 Broad- 
way, between Grand 
and Broome Streets. 

Send for Circular. 


CHOLERA TROCHES. 


Needles’ Compound Camphor Troches, a positive pre- 
ventive for all choleraic symptoms, pleasant to take, con- 
venient, safe, and powerful as a remedy in cholera morbus, 
chronic diarrhoea, &c. (tested and proved in 1849). Trav- 
elers, affected by change of water and climatic influences, 
will find them indispensable. Exclusive factor, C. H. 
NEEDLES, corner Twelfth and Race Sts., Philadelphia. 
50c. per box. Sent to any address by mail on rec’t of price. 


Ce American Single Pistols, per pair, $1 20; 
Double Guns, $6 50 to $9 00; real Twist and Patent 
Breech Guns from $1060 up. Guns, Rifles, Pistols, Percus- 
sion caps, Gun Materials, &c., including all qualities of ev- 
ery article in the line, carefully selected, at lowest prices. 
GMARLES FOLSOM, 83 Maiden Lane, New York. 














THE NEW BOOKS OF THE Eason 


PUBLISHED BY i 
HARPER & BROTHERS, New Yorx, 


LIVINGSTONE'S ZAMBESI. Narrative of an Ex; 
tion to the Zambesi and its Tributaries; and of t 
Discovery of the Lakes Shirwa and Nyassa, 1858-15 
By Davin and Cuaries Livixnestonr. With Mapa 
Iilustrations. Svo, Cloth, $5 00. Uniform with J 
ingstone's “ South Africa.” 


THE ADVENTURES OF REUBEN DAVIDGFR: Sev 
enteen Years and Four Months Captive ay‘iong thi 
Dyaks of Borneo. By James GREENWOOD, ; 
“Wild Sports of the World,” “ Curiosities of 
Life,” &c. Illustrated with numerous Engravinge. 
8vo, Cloth, $1 75. 

THE LOST TALES OF MILETUS. By Sir Epwanp 

Butwer Lytroyx. 12mo, Cloth, $1 00, 


te Harpre & Brorners will send the above Works 
by Mail, postage prepaid, to avy part of the United States, 
on receipt of the Price. 





Of Every Million of Americans 
500,000 are more or less dyspeptic. But they are so of 

their own accord; for in that simple, agrcesble, 

harmless vegetable tonic HOSTETTER'S 81 < 





in number in a ratio with the consumption of the Spocii 





’ PORTABLE Baa 3 


TING OFFICE? 





For the Army and Navy Hospitais, Merciauts, } 
gists, and all who wish to print neatly, cheaply, aud ex- 
peditiously. Circular sent free. She te of Type, Cuts, & ’ 


10 cts, Apame Press Company, 26 Ann St., New York. 





5000 Agents Wanted. $5 per day and: xpenses. Inch ; 
stamp for circular to Bell & Co., Spriugficid, Ma-s, 








Rich, Rare, and Rac, a splendid paper, sent free ovat 
Send nameandetamp. Address ‘* Banner,’ Hined: 





SECURE YOURSELF AND FAMILY AGAINST THE 
CHOLERA 


By sending 50 cents for Dr. G. T. CoLtirn’s work on its 
Symptoms and Treatment, with the must effective Ron 
dies. For sale by all News Agents and Books-ller 
Agents wanted. First National M'f’g and Pub, Co., 105 
William Street, New York. 

















HARPER’S 
NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 
FOR JUNE, 1866. 


CONTENTS: 


PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF THE WAR.— 
(First Paper.) 

ILLUSTRATIONS.—The Two-Faced Shield.—Park For 
est.—A Happy Family. — Effete.— Propinquity.—'!h 
March upon Harper's Ferry. —Burning the Arsenal, Hurp- 
er's Ferry.—The Battery, Harper's Ferry.—“ What News 
of the War?”—Watering Horves, Allison's Tavern,—Tha 
Guard-House.—Foraging. 

THE REESE RIVER COUNTRY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS. Demonstrating the Value of Ledges. 
—City of Austin.—Oregon Ledge.—The Principal Minvs 
—The Great Magniff Ledge.— Sheep-Corral Lodgings.— 
Post Lodgings.—Oregon Mill, Upper Austin.—Aboriginal 
Citizens. —One of the Candidates for Mayor. —R. ©. (rid- 
ley.—The Gridley Sack of Flour at Anction.-Mr. Rankin’« 
House, Austin.—New York Speculators.—Midas Mine.— 
The Midas Mill.—The Keystone Mill.—The Confidence 
Mill.—The Parrott Mill.—Cafon City; Buel’s Mill.—In 
terior of Buel’s Mill. —Battery and Amalgamating Room. 
—Roasting Chamber of Midas Mill, 

CHATTANOOGA. 
ARE THERE OTHER IN'ABITED WORLDS? 

ILLUSTRATIONS.—The Moon at Sunrise.—The Moon 
during the Forenoon.—The Planet Mars. 

THE SPECTRE. 

EASTER LILIES. 

GLADSTONE AS LEADER OF THE COMMONS. 
THE LIVE AMERICAN. 

HENRY BARTH, THE AFRICAN TRAVELER. 

With a Portrait. 

ARMADALE. By Wirgre Conus. 
Book THE Firru. 
Cuar7er III.—Continued. The Diary Ended. 
Boox Tue Last. 
ww Cuarter I, At the Station. 
ILLUSTRATION.—The Sop to Cerberus, 
THE FALL OF RICHMOND, 
MISS LETITIA. 
AMERICAN STUDIOS IN ROME AND FLORENCE, 
A PSYCHOLOGICAL EXPERIMENT. 
A DIXIAN GEOGRAPHY. 
THE OUTSIDE WORLD. 
WORKING THE BEADS. 
EDITOR'S EASY CHAIR. 
MONTHLY RECORD OF CURRENT EVENTS. 
EDITOR'S DRAWER. 


TERMS. 
One Copy forone Year . . . . . « . $400 


An Extra Copy, gratis, for every) Club of Five Scp- 
SORIBERS, at $4 00 each, or 6 Copies for $20 00. 


WaRrer’s MaGazine and Harper's WEEKLY, together, 
one year, $8 00. 


Circulation 112,000. 








The Publishers will accept a limited number of first- 
class Advertisements for their Magazine, at the following 
low rates: 

One Page..... eeendcveseecses $250 00 
Half Page....... i ¢ 
Quarter Page 

Or $1 50 per line fora less space. Average eight words 

to a line, 





HARPER & BROTIIERS, Pustisurrs 


Circulation nearly 100,000. 


HARPER’S WEEKLY. 
TERMS. 
One Copy for One Year. . . $400 
One Copy for Three Months 100 

And an Extra Copy will be allowed for every Club 
of Five Supsceisers, at $4 00 ench, or 6 Copies for 
$20 00. Puyment invariably in advance. 

Tue Bouxp Voucmes or Harpzr’s Weexiy from the 
commencement will be sent to any part oi the Uniied 
States, free of carriage, upon receipt of the price, viz. : 

Cloth Binding . 
Half Moroceo..........++.. 

Each Volume contains the Numbers tor One Year. 

TrEms TO APVERTISERS.—One Dollar and Fifiy Cer's 
per line for inside, and 7'wo Dollars per line for outsid 
Advertisements, each insertion. 

HARPER & BROTHERS, Pusuisnerrs. 




















ne 


——T ee 


LOST PROPERTY. 


Asxiots Morner (to Grandfather). “ Pay 

Nurse says she left it with you.” 
Granppara. ‘Bless me, so she did! 

to the Post-Office-—and the Bank—I suppos 


There!” 


Robinson & Ozden, | 
BANKERS, 
AND DEALERS IN 
GOVERNMENT SECURITIES, 
Wo, 4 Broad St., New York, 


(Iwo Doors from Wall.) 


“tions male, wi ick returns 





Let me see! I've 


HARPER'S WE tKLY. 


NEW NOVELS 


Puhlished by 
Ilarrer & BROTHERS, 
New York. 


Sent by Mail, postage pre- 

paid, on receipt of price. 

Armadale. By Wir- 
Kriz Contins, Author of 
“No Name,” * Woman 
in White,” &. (Next 
Week.) 


Sans Merci; or Kes- 
trels and Falcons. By 
the Author of “ Guy Liv- 
ingstone,” “Sword and 
Gown,” &ce. Svo, Da- 
per, 50 cents, 


Miss Marjoribanks. 
By Mrs. OLtpHant, Au- 
thor of **Chronicles of 
Carlingford,” ** The Per- 
petual Curate,” *' Ag- 

nes,” “Life of Edward 
\ “The Days of 
y Life,” **The Laird 

of Norlaw,” &c. 8vo, 

Paper, 75 cents. 


The Toilers of the Sea. 
iy VietoR Hvuao, Au- 
thor of ** Les Miserables.” 
Svo, Paper, 75 cents. 
(Fifteenth Thousand.) 





my 


Maxwell Drewitt. By 
F.G. Trarrorp, Author 
of ‘*Phemie Keller,” 
**George Geith,” &c. 
Svo, Paper, 75 cents. 


Wives and Daughters. 
By Mrs. GASKELL, Au- 
thor of ** Mary Barton,” 
“Cranford,” ** Sylvia's 
Lovers," &c. 8vo, Cloth, 
$2 00; Paper, $1 50. 


a, Where's the Baby? A Noble Life. By Miss 
Mciock (Mrs. CRatk), 
thor of **John Halifax, 
Gentieman,” ** Chris- 
tian’s Mistake,” &c. 
12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 


MAGIC LANTERN 


AND 


STEREOSCOPE. 


We are now receiving the most comprehensive and 
finest importation of glass views ever made to America, 
representing scenes and objects in nearly all European 
cities and countries. These views are specially selected 
abroad by our Mr. Edward Anthony, and are adapted for 
the uses of either tlhe Stereopticon or the Stereoscope. 


only been 
e I must have left it 








Co! ns m y will 

Interest allowed on Deposits subject to Check. 

Ord received for tt Purchase or Sale of Stocks, 
L , and Cold 1 rec our PERSONAL attention. 
ROBINSON & OGDEN, 

Bankers. 

POLLAK & SON Meer- 


um Man 





1 ifveturers,602 Broadway, 
r 4th =t.. N. Y., wholesale and re- 
tr ceLrates. Pipes and Hold- 


s cut to order and repaired, All 
ls warranted genuine. Send stamp 
rCircular. Pipes $6 to $50 each. 








Wiarvin’s Patent 


ALUM AND DRY PLASTER, FIRE AND BURGLAR 


SAPES 


Never lose their fire-proof qualities, corrode the iron, or 
monk! their contents. 
Sideboard and parlor safes for silverware. 
MARVIN & CO., 
65 Broadway, New York. 
Chestuut street, Philadelphia. 





-E. REMINGTON & SONS, 


b- 








Revolvers, Rifles, 
Muskets, and Carbines, 


For the United States Service. Also 
POCKET AND BELT REVOLVERS, 
REPEATING PISTOLS, 

Rifle Canes, Revolving Rifles, 

Rifle and Shot-Gun Barrels and Gun Materials. Sold 
by Guo Dealers and the Trade generally, 

In these days of House-breaking and Robbery, every 
House, Store, Bank, and Office should have one of 

Remington's Revolvers. 

Cirenlars containing cuts and descriy‘ion of our Arms 

will be furnished upon application. 
E. REMINGTON & SONS, Ilion, N. Y. 


Economy is Wealth, 


If you want the best-fitting, strongest, and most serv- | 
iveable Paper Collar ever offered to the Public, don't fail 
to purchase the 





a « . 


MARCH BROS., PIERCE & CO., 
AGENTS, 
WINTHROP SQUARE, BOSTON. 


PES TACHINE 


it © Le for the llair, also an «xeell nt 
dressiniy Invented by In 


RIN SKINNER & CO., Springfield, Mass.; and sold by 


MERC TANTS, BANEERS. 
And othe hould send to all parts of the United 
States } que NVR ss, 65 broadway. 


ROOT; manufactured by OR- | 


1) MAS BARNES & CO., New York. | 
| 
i 


E. & H. T. ANTHONY & CO., 
51 Broadway, 

; 3 doors south of the St. Nicholas Hotel. 

100 Photographs of Female Beauties sent postpaid for 

| 25 , N.Y. 

| ——_—— 


Address B. L. Fox, 34 Varick St., N. 



















a 
SULD BY 


| FINE MINIATURES. 
| WENDEROTH, TAYLOR & BROWN, 
PHILADELPHIA, 

| _Encouraged by the favor extended to their paintings in 


New ¥ have established a branch for making sittings 
1eir Fine Miniatures at the Gallery of 


BOGARDUS, 363 Broadway. 
MUSICAL BOXES, 


Playing from one to thirty-six dif- 
ferent tunes, and costing from $5 50 
m to $600 00, The most complete stock 
ever offered for sale in New York. 
Fine ornaments for the parlor, and 
pleasant companions for the invalid, 
M. J. PAILLARD & CO., Importers, 
21 Maiden Lane (up stairs), New 
4 2 York. Musical Boxes repuired. 


GILMORE & CO.’S 
CELEBRATED BAND INSTRUMENTS. 


EXTENSIVELY USED in THe ARMY anv NAVY. 

PRICES REDUCED, 
May 1, 1866. CIRCU- 
LARS SENT FREE by 
MAIL. 

The general adoption 
of our instruments by 
all first-class bands and 
musicians throughout the country, is the best evidence of 
their superiority over all others uow offered to the public. 
GILMORE & CO., Musical Instrument Manufacturers, 
18 & 19 Harvard lace, Boston, Maszachusetts. 














MOT T'S CHEMICAL 











id restorer known, 

| TCH. ("aaueee *} ITCH. 

| Salt Rheum. OINTMENT Salt Rheum. 

Will cure the Itch in 48 hours; also cures Salt Rheum, 
Uleers, Chilblains, and all Eruptions of the Skin. Price 
hi) cents. By sending 60 cents to WEEKS & POTTER, 

| Bo-ton, Mass, it will be forwarded free by mail. 

| For sale b 1] i 


Is the finest hair-dressing 











he ERA CURE and PREVENTIVE, Areme ty that, 
/ ina very large practice, I have never know: t» f il 
to arrest CILOLERA or CHOLERA MORBUS in 1 to ov 
minutes, will be sent for $1. With this remedy on hand, 
no one need fear the cholera. Address 

W. D. WAYMAN, M.D., Box 997, Louisville, Ky. 


[May 26, 1866. 














TICKETS ARE 


money will be returned. 


for return postage. 


ments are offered. References required. 


allowed the following commission, viz. : 


40 Tickets to one address for.. 
50 Tickets to one address for. . 


All communications should be addressed to 
(Post-Office Drawer 5913.) 


Chicago; Mansell, White & Co., New Orleans, La, 


Special Announcement. 


THE UNITED STATES PRIZE CONCERT 


WILL POSITIVELY BE GIVEN AT 
CROSBY’S OPERA-HOUSE, ON MAY 28, 1866. 
ONLY FOUR WEEKS TO TIME OF DRAWING. 


No Postponement. 


125,000 Valuable Prizes, worth $492,575 25, will be presented to Ticket- 
Holders, including $100,000 in Greenbacks. 


Over 250,000 
ALREADY SOLD, 


AND WITH THE HELP OF OUR 


Five Thousand Agents 


(Located in nearly every Town and City of Importance throughout the Country) we have 
No Doubt Every Ticket will be Sold before the Day Designated. 











Local and General Agents will please make a note of the above facts, and “ govern themselves accordingly,” They 
can easily see the necessity of making returns promptly each week. 
Parties ordering their Tickets by mail should send along their orders immediately. If the Tickets are all sold the 


The drawing will take place after the concert, on the stage of the Opera-House, where 10,000 persons can wit- 
ness it. A Committee will be appointed by the audience to superintend the same. All purchasers and agents will 
be supplied with correct lists of drawing as soon as published. Parties holding tickets will retain them until after the 
drawing, and if their number appears in the list of drawn numbers, they will forward their ticket immediately, with 
full directions as to the shipping of goods or moneys. Tickets are for sale at the principal Hotels, Book and Music 
Stores in the city, and at our Office, 133 Dearborn Street; price $1 each; sent by mail on receipt of price and stamp 


Good and reliable Agents wanted in every city, town, and village in the United States, to whom great induce- 


Special Terms, or Club Rates. 
Any party procuring a club of five or more names for tickets, and forwarding us the money for the same, will be 
WE WILL SEND 
5 Tickets to one address for.... 
10 Tickets to one address for.... 
20 Tickets to one address for..... 
30 Tickets to one address for..... 






In every case send the name and post-office address of each separate subscriber. 
Money, by draft, post-office order, express, or in registered lettere, may be sent at our risk. 


WIGGINS, BRADFORD & CO., 
133 Dearborn Street, Chicago, Ill. 


Randall, Ex-Governor ef Wis.; Hon. Wm, Montgomery, Ex-M.C., of Penn.; Hon. Major Dan. Mace, Ex-M.C., of 
Ind.; Hon. Ira J. Laycock, of Kansas; Hon. Wm. Leffingwell, Lyons, Iowa; Hon. Joseph Knox, of Chicago; Hon. 
C. Graves Smith, of Minn.; Jacob Forsyth, Agt. M. 8. R. R., Chicago, Ill. ; M. Kronberg & Co., importers of watches, 


N.B. Editors of country papers are authorized to act as our agents, and they will be allowed full commission on all 
tickets ordered whether for themselves or other parties: who may order through them. 
Proposals for inserting this advertisement are requested. 











Cheapest and best defense against CLotugs-Morus. 
Factured by HARRIS & CHAPMAN, Boston. Sold by 
every druggist. 





| oes 
| Dy PER-CENT- SAVED © 
| 0 BY USING 

| 
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B . BABBITT’S LABOR-SAVING SOAP. 
e ‘This Soap is made from clean and pure materials, 
| contains no adulteration of any kind, will not injure the 
| most delicate fabric, and is especially adapted for wool- 
| ens, which will not shrink after being washed with this 
Soap. It may be used in hard or salt water. It will re- 
move paint, grease, tar, and stains of all kinds. One 
pound warranted equal to two pounds of ordinary family 
soap. Directions sent with each bar for making three 
gallons handsome soft soap from one pound of this Soap. 
Kach bar is wrapped in a circular containing full direc- 
tions for use, printed in Knglish and German. Ask your 
grocer for “ B. T. Babbitt's Soap,"’ and take no other. 

B. T. BABBITT, Nos. 64, 65, 66, 67, 68, 69, 70, 72, and 
74 Washington Street, New York. 


TAXIDERMISTS’ MANUAL, 


GIVING full instruction in Skinning, Mounting and Pre- 
serving Birds, Animals, Reptiles, Fishes, Insects, Eggs, 
Skeletons, &c. Sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of $1.00. 
Avoress §. H. SYLVESTER, Taxivermist, 
Middleboro’, Mass, 
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TRADE 





OF THE 


MAGIC RUFFLE COMPANY, 


To be found on each box and each piece of GENUINE 
MAGIC RUFFLE. All other goods, of whatever name, 
not having this mark, are worthless imitations and in- 
fringements on the patents of the Magic Ruffle Company. 
The GENUINE MAGIC RUFFLES are full six yards in 
each piece, are well made of the best material, and give 
perfect satisfaction to consumers. Office of the Company 
No. 5 Chambers Street, New York. 


Dr. Foote’s Advertisements. 


OLD EYES MADE NEW, without Spectacles, Doctor, 
or Medicine. Pamphlet mailed free. Address E. B. Foore, 
M.D., 1130 Broadway, New York. 








COMFORT AND CURE FOR THE RUPTURED.— 
Sent free. Address E. B. Foote, M.D., 1130 Broadway, 
New York. 





MEDICAL COMMON SENSE.—400 pages—100 Illus- 
trations. $150. Sent by mail every where postpaid. 
Contents Tables sent free. Address the Author, E. B, 
Foorr, M.D., 1130 Broadway, New York. 








Steinway & Sons’ 
GRAND, SQUARE, axp UPRIGHT 
PIANO-FORTES 








an AD 


Have taken 32 First Premiums, gold and silver medals, at 
the Principal Fairs held in this country within the last ten 
years, and in addition thereto they were awarded a First 
Prize Medal at the Great International Exhibition in 
London, 1862, in competition with 269 Pianos all 
parts of the World. . 

That the great superiority of these instruments is now 
universally conceded is abundantly proved by the ract 
that Messrs. Steiuway’s ‘* scales, improvements, and pe- 
culiarities of construction’’ have been copied by the great 
majority of the manufacturers of both hemispheres (a8 
CLOSELY AS COULD BE DONE WITHOUT INFRINGEMENT OF 
PATENT RIGHTS), and that their instruments are used by 
the most eminent pianists of Europe and America, who 
prefer them for their own public and private use when- 
ever accessible. 

STEINWAY & SONS direct special attention to their 

__ Patent Agraffe Arrangement, 
which, having been practically tested in all their Grand 
and highest-priced Square Pianos, and admitted to be one 
of the greatest improvements of modern times, will here- 
after be introduced in EVERY PIANO MANUFACTUBED BY 
THEM, WITHOUT INCREASE OF OosT to the purchaser, in or- 
der that ALL their patrons may reap its benefit. 

STEINWAY & SONS' PIANOS are the only American 
instruments exported to Europe in large numbers, and 
used in European concert-rooms. 

WAREROOMS, Nos. 71 and 73 East Fourteenth Street, 
between Union Square and Irving Place, New York. 


Tool and Horticultural Chests 
FOR SPRING TRADE. 


A full assortment of Tool-Chests, all sizes, from $2 up 
to $110, manufactured and for sale by 
‘ GEO. PARR, Buffalo, N. ¥. 
Send for circular. 








THE BOWEN MICROSCOPE, 
Magnifying small objects 500 times. MAILED FREE €V- 
erywhere for §Q Cents, on Toree ror $3 OO, 
Address F. C. BOWEN, Box 220, Boston, Mass. 
FOR PUBLIC EXHIBITIONS. 
Stereoscopticons, Magic Lanterns, and Dissdlving Views, 
with pictures from all parts, and of every interesting sub- 
ject, made by JAMES W. QUEEN & CO., 924 Chestaut 
Street, Philadelphia. 
Priced and illustrated catalogue sent gratis. 





ANTED. —EVERY BODY WANTS DR. GII- 

BERT'S PILE INSTRUMENT: cures every case. 

No pain. Relief in five minutes. Sold by druggists, and 

sent by mail. Price $3. Circulars free. Address J. P. 
GILBERT & CO., 575 Broadway. 


CROQUET AND CRICKET. 

J. PARKER, Germantown, Penn., manufactures the 
game of Croquet, and imports Cricket Goods. Good sets 
Croquet, $10, $12 50, $15. Send for price-list. 
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LOCK WOOD'S 


(Licensed by the Union Paper Collar Company.) 

















MOULDED COLLARS 


The Trade supplied with all Styles and Sizes at 


93 Reade Street, N. Y. & 255 South Third St., Phila. 
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